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EmterB.dward the firſt yuale comtemted with LacyEarle of Lin- 
oo/ne , Iohn Warren Earle of Suſſex, and Ermsby Gen- 
tleman : Raph Simnell che Kings foole, 
Lacie. 


VV* Y lookes my Lord like to atroubled skie, 


> When heauens” bright ſhine,is ſhadowed witha fog: 
Alate we ran the Deere and through the Lawnds | 
Stripe with our N agges the lofty frolicke Bucks, 

| That ſcudded fore the teiltrs like the wind, 

6 Nere was the Deere of merry Frefingfield, 


So luſtily pull'd downe by toll y mates, 
Nor ſhardethe Farmers fuch fat venizon, 
So frankly dealtthis hundred yeeres before : 
Nor haue I ſcene my Lord more frolicke in the chace, 
And novy chang'd toa melancholy dumpe. | 
Warren, After the Prince got to the Keepers lodge 
Aud had bin incondin the houſea while : 
Toſling of Ale and miike in countrie, cannes, 
w heeher it wax the Countries {ect content, 
Or elſe the bonny Damſell fifd vs drinke 
. That ſeem'd ſo ſtately in her ſtammell red : 
Or that a qualme did crofle his ſtomacke then, 
Bur {traight he fell into his paſſions. 
Ermsby. Sirra Rephe, what fay youto your maſter, 
Shall he thus all amort line malecontent ? 
Raphe. Hcarcſt thou Net? nay looke if he will ſpeake to me. 
A2 Edward, 


Edward. W hat ſaiſtthou to me, Foole ?  __ ; 
Repbe: I; prick thbe tl me Ny are thouin love with the 


Ke | aging T2) 6p | boy ; x 7\ A 
: ; Nercachrhet holy to" deceilueLon 
how Ba OL Ln Donde 
Rapbe. Marry ſirra Ned, thou ſhalt put on my cap, and my 
coat, and my dagger, and [ Williput onthy cloaths, and thy 
ſword, and io thou halt be my foole;  , 177 34H 
Edward. And what of this? | | 
Raphe. . W hy ſo thou ſhalt Leguile Loue , for Lone/is ſuch a 
proud ſcab, that he will neucr meddle with toolesnor children. 
Is not Rapbes counſtll good, Ned. = | 115 

Edward.. Tell me Ned Lacie,didit thou marke the mayd, 
How liuely in her country weedes ſhe look't ? 

A bonicr wench all Suffolke cannot yeeld, 
All Suffolke, nay all Engiand holds none ſuch, 
Raphe. Sirra, Wall Ermsby, Nedis decciucd, 

Ermsby. Why Raphe ? VS 

Raphe. He ayes all England hath no ſuch, and T fay, an 
Ile ſtand to it , ther&is one better in Warwickelhire, 

Warren. How proueſt thou that Raphe ? 

Rarhe. W hy is the Abbot a learned man, and hath he read 
many bookes, and thinkeft thow he hath not more learning then 
thou to chooſe a bonny wench, yes warrant I thee by his whole 
Grammar. ;, . | | | 

Ermiby. A good reaſon Raphe, 2 A: 

Edward. 1 tell thee Lacie, that her ſparkling eyes 
Doe lighten forth ſweet Loues alluring fire: 4 
And in her treſſes ſhe doth fold the lookes 
Ofſuch a gaze vpori her golden haire, | 
Her baſhfull white mixrt with the morningsred, 
Luna doth boaſt vpon her louely cheekes, 

Her front is beauties rable wherr ſhe paints 
The glories of her gorgious excellence :' 

Her teeth are ſhelues of precious Margarices, 
Richly encloſed with ruddie curroll cleues, 
Tulh Lacie, the is beauties oucrmatch, 
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The honorable Hiftorie of Frger Bacon, 

If thou ſuruailt her curious imagerie. 

Lacie. \ grant(my Lord) the Damſcllis as faire, 

As ſimple S»ffoiks homely townes can yeeld : 

But in the Court be qainter Dames then ſhe, 

W hole faccs are enricht with honors taint, 

W hoc beaurics ſtand ypon the ſtage of fame, 

And vaynt their trophies in the Court of Loue. 

'"Edw. A! Ned, but hadſt chow watcht her as my ſelfe, 

And ſecne the {ccret beauties of the-maid, 

Their courtly coinefle wcre but foolery. | 
Ermsby. Why how watcht you her my Lord ? - - 
Edward, W hen as ſhe ſwept like Fexwthrongh the houſe, 

Aad ia hcr ſhape faſt foulded vp my.thoughts ; 

Into the Milkchouſe went TI with the maid, 

And thcre amongſt the cream-boles ſhe did ſhine, 

As Pallas,monglt her Princely huſwiterie x 

She turnd her {mocke ouer her lilly armes, 

And diucd them into milke to run her cheeſe : 

But whiter then the inulke her criſtall skin, 

Checked withlines of Azur made her bluſh, 

Thar Art or Nature-durſt bring for compare, 

Ermsby if thou hadſt ſeene as1 didnote it well, 

How beauty plaid the huſwife, how this girle 

Like Luerece laid her fingers tothe worke, 

Thou wouldſt with 7arqume hazard Rome and all 

To win the louely maid of Freſing field. 

Raphe. Sirra Ned, would(t faine haue her ? 
Edward. | Raphe. 


Raphe, Why Ned I haue laid the plot in my head , thou 
ſhalt haue heralrcady, | S 

Eaward. Ile giue thee anew coat and learneme that. 

Raphe. Why iirra Ned,weell ride to:Oxford to Fryer Bacor, ol: 
hee is a braue ſcholler ſirra,they ſay he is a brane Nigromancer, 
that he can make women of diuells, and he can juggle cars into 
Coſtermongers, | | 

Edward. And how then Raphet 

Raphe. Mary ſirra, thou ſhalt gore to him, and becauſe thy fa- 
ther Harry (hall not mifle thee, he ſhall turne me to thee ; yr 
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lletothe Count,and Ile Prince it out, and he ſhall make thee ei* 
ther a (lken purſe, full of gold, or elſe a fine wrought ſlinocke. 

Edward. But how ſhall [ hauce the mayd? 

Raphe. Marry firra , if thou be'ſt a ſilken purſe full of gold, 
then on Sundayes ſhele hang thee by her ſide,and you mult not 
fay a word. Now fir when ſhe comes into a great preflc of peo- 
ple,for feare of thre Cut-purſe on aſudde ſhe't ſwap theeinto her 
plackerd,then irra being there, you may plead for your ſelfe. 

Ermsby. Excellent policy. 

Edward. But how if I be a wrought ſmocke? 

Raphe. Then ſhe'le pur thee into her cheſt and lay thee into 
Laucnder, and vpon ſoine good day ſhe'le put thee on, and at 
aight when you goe to bed,then being turn'd from a ſmocke to 
a man, you may make vp the match. 

Lacie. Woudertully wiſcly connſelled, Raphe. 

Edward. Raphe ſhall haue a new Coate. 

Raphe. God thanke you when I hauc it on my backe, Ned. 

Edward. Laciethe foole hath laid a perfe@ plor, 

For why our Country CMargret is ſo coy, 

And ſtands ſo much vpon her honeſt points, 
That marriage or no market with the mayd ; 
Ermsby, it mult be nigromanticke (pels, 

And charmes of Art that mult inchainc herloue, 
Or clſc ſhall Edward neuer win the girle, 
Therefore my wags we le horſe vs in the morne, 
And poaſt co Oxford to this iolly Frycr, 

Bacon (hail by his magicke doe this deed. 

tParrenu. Content my Lord, and thats a ſpeedy way 
To weane theſe hcad-ſtrong puppics frem the teat. 

Edward. 1 am vaknowne, not taken for the Prince, 

They onely deeme vs frolicke Courtiers, 

That reuell thus among our Lieges game : 
Therefore I haue deuitcd a policy, 

Lacie, thou knowſt next Friday 1s St. [ames, 
And then the Country flockes to Har{ſos faire, 
Then will the Keepers daughter frolicke there, 
And ouer-ſhine the troupe of all the maides, 
That cometo ſec, and to be {cenc that day. 


Haunt 


7 ne honorable Hiſtory of Fryer Bacon, , 


Haunt thee diſguis'd among the Countrie ſwaines, 
Faine th'art a Farmers ſonne, not farre from thence, 
Eſpie her loues, and who ſhe likerh beſt : 

Coat him, and court her to controle the clowne, 
Say that the Courtier tyredall in greene,: 

That helpt her handſomly to run her cheeſe, 

And fild her fathers lodge with veniſon, 
Commends him,and ſends fairings to her ſelfe, 
Buy ſomething worthy of her parentage, 

Not worth her beauty, for Lacte,then the Faire 
Aﬀords no Icwell fitting for the mayd : 

And when thou talkeft of me, note if ſhe bluſh, 

Oh then ſhe loues, but if her cheekes waxe pale, 
Diſdaine it 1s. Lacie,ſend how ſhe fares, 

And ſpare no time nor coſt to win her loues. 

Lacie, I will, my Lord, ſo execute this charge, 
As if that Lacie were inloue with her, 

Edward, Sendletters ſpeedily to Oxford of the newes- 

Raphe. And ſirra Lacie, buy me a thouſand thouſand million 
of tine bells. 

Lacie. W hat wilt thou doe with them, Raphe ? 

Hom Mary euery time that Ned fighs for the Keepers 
daughter, lletyea bell about him, ſo within three or foure 
dayes I will ſend word to his father Harry, that his ſonne and 
my maſter Ned is become Loues Morris dance. 

Edward, Well, Lacie, looke with care vnto thy charge, 

And I will haſte to Oxfordto the Fryer, 
That he by Art, and thou by ſecret gifts, 
Maift make me Lord of merry Freſing field. 
Lacie, God ſend your Hcnour your hearts deſire, Exeunt. 


Emter Pryer Bacon , with Miles biz poore ſcholer with baokes under his 
arme , with them Burden, Maſon, Clement, thrze Dotftors. 


Bacon. Miles, where are you? 
Miles. Hic ſum doflifſime & rewerendiſſime Dottor, 
Baron, Attul:ſti nos libros meos de Necramantia. 


Miles, Ecce quam bonum & quam incnpdum babitere kibrot in 
UnNW, Bacon, 


The howr able Hiffory of Foyer Bacon. 

Bacon. Now Maſters of our Academick State, 
Thar rule in Oxford Vice-roies in your place,, 

W hoſe heads containe Maps of the liberall Arts, 
Spending your time in depth of learned kill, 
Why flocke you thus to Barons fecret Cell, 

A Fryer newly ſtalde in Brazennoſe, 

Say whats your minde, that I :may make reply. 

Burden, Bacon, we heare, that ſong we haue ſuſpeR, 

That thou art read in Magicks myſtery, 

In Piromancy, todiuine by flames, 

Tocell by Hadromaticke, ebbcs and tides, 

By Aromancy, todiſcouer douots, 

To plaine out queſtions, as Apollo did. | 

Bacon. Well Malter Burdes, what of all this ? 

Miles. Mary fir, he doth bur fulfill by irchearſing of chete 
names, the Fable of the Fox & the Grapes, that which is adoue 
vs, pertaines nothing to vs. * 

Burden. [tell thee Bacon, Oxford makes report, 

Nay England, and the Court of Henry ſayes, 

Thart making of a brazen head by Art, . 

W hich ſhall vnfold ſtrange doabrs and Aphoriſines, 
And read a Lecture in Philoſophy, | 
And by the helpe of Deuils and:ghaſtly fiends, 

Thou meanſtere many yeeres or dayes be paſt, 

To compaſſe Exglandwith a wall of braſle. 

Bacon. And what of this? | 

ues. What of this,Maſter?why he doth ſpeake myſtical- 
ly, for he knowes if your skill faile to make a brazen head, yer 
Mother Waters ſtrong Ale will fit us turne to make him haue 
a copper note. | : 

Clement. Bacon,we come not greeuing at thy kill, 
Bur ioying that our Academy yeelds | 
A man ſuppog'd the wonder of the world, 

For if thy cunning worke theſe miracles, 
England and Emrepe ſhall admire thy fame, 
And Oxford (hall in characters of brafle, 
And ſtatues, ſuch as were built vp in Rome, 
Eternize Fryer Bacon for his Art. 


e Maſon. 
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Maſor. Then gentle Fryer, tell vs thy intent. 
Bacon. Sceing you come as friends vnto the Fryer ; 
Reſolue you Doctors, Bacon can by bookes, 
Make ſtorming Boreas thunder fro.a his caue, 
And dimme faire Luna to a darke — a 
The great Acch-ruler, potentate of hell, 
Trembles, when Bacon bids him, or his fiends, 
Bow to the force of his Pentageron. 
W hat Art can worke, the froucke Fryer knowes, 
And therefore will I turne my Magicke bookes, 
And ſtraine out Nigromancie to the deepe, 
I haue contriu'd _ fram'd a head of braffe, 
( I made Belcephon hammer out the ſtuffe ) 
And that by Art ſhall read Philoſophy, 
And [I will ſtrengthen England by my $kill, 
That if ten C2ſars liu'd and raign'd in Rome, 
With all the Legions Europe doth containc, 
They ſhould not touch a grafle of Engliſh ground, 
The worke that Nimmw reardat Babylon, 
The brazen walls fram'd by Semiramy, 
Carued our like to the portall of the Sunne, 
Shall not be ſuch as rings the Engliſh ſtrond : 
From Douer to the market place of Rys, 
Burden. Is this poſſible ? 
Aftiles. Ile bring yetwo or three witneſſes, 
Burden. W hat > thoſe ? 
Miles. Marry fir, three or foure as honeſt Deuils, and good 
companions as any be in hell. 
Maſon, No doubt but Magicke may doe much inthis, 
For he that reads bur Mathemoricke rules, 
Shall finde concluſions, that auaile to worke 
Wonders that pafle the common ſence of men. 
Burdes, But Bacon roues a bow beyond his reach, 
And tels of more then Magicke can performe 
Thinking to get a fame by fooleries, 
Hauc I not paſt as farre in ſtate = {chooles, 


And 


Thebonrdile Biflorof Prjer Baton: 
And read of many ſecrets? yet to thinke, 
That heads of brafle can vtter any voyce, . 
Or mare to tell of deepe Philoſophy, 
This is a Fable v/£/ope had forgot, 
Bacon. Bnrden, thou wronglt me in detrating thus, 
Bacon loues not to ſtuffe himelfe with lyes : 
Bur tcll me fore theſe DoRors if thou date, 
Of ccrtaine queſtions I ſhall moue tothee, 
Barden. 1 will, aske what thou can. 
eZucr. Mary (ir, he&le ſtraight bee on your pickpackets 
'know whether the feminine or the maſculine gender be moſt 
worthy. | 
Bacon. Were younot yeſterday Maſter Burden at Henly vpon 
Themes ? 

Burden. T was, what then ? 

Bacon, What bookc ſtudyed you thereon all night ? 

Burden. I, none at ally I read not there a line. 

Bacon. Then Doctors, Fryer Bacons Art knowes nought., 

Clement. W hat ſay yo! to this, Matter Burden , doth hee not 
touch you ? | -, 

Burden. I paſſe not of his friuolous ſpeeches. 

Files. Nay Maſter Burden , my maſter erc hee hath done 
with you, will turne you from a DeRortoa dunce, and ſhake 
you ſo ſmall,;that he willleauc you no more learning in you then 
15in Balams Aſſe, 

Bacon, Maſters, for that learned Burdens $kill is deepe, 

And fore he doubts of Bacons Cabaliſine : 

Tle ſhew you why he haunts to Hen oft, 

Not DoRors for to taſte the fragrant aire ; 

But there to ſpend the night in Alcumy, 

To multiply with ſecret {pels of Art, 

Thus priuat ſteales helearning from vs all , 

To proue my ſaying true, lle ſhew you ſtraight, 
The booke he keepes at Hemly for himfelfe. 

Alles. Nay,now my maſter goes to coniuration,take heede. 
Bacon, Maſters, ſtand {till , feare not , Ile ſhewe you but his 
booke. Here 


3he Bouorable Piftor of rryev Bacol," 
Hero hes coniurtt. © 


Por omner deos infernaice Beleeyhon, 
Enter 4 wornan with a ſhoulder of mutton 0% 4 fyit, and a Devil 


eiles. Oh matter ccale your coniuration, or you ſpoile all, 
for her's a ſhe dcuill come with a ſhoulder of mutton on a ſpit,. 
you haue marde the deuils ſupper , but no doubt he thinkes our 
Colledge fare is ener, and to hath fent you his cooke with a1 
fhoulder of mutton to make it exceed. , 
Heſteſſe. Oh where am 1, or whats become of me? 
Bacox, W hat art thou? 
Hof:fſe. Hoſtefle at Henly, n.iſtrefic ofthe Bell. 
Bacon, How cameit thou here? 
Hoſteſſe. As was inthe kitckenmoagſt the maidg 
$pitting the weate ag2init {upper for ny gueſle : 
A motion moued me to looke forth of dore, 
No ſooner had I pryed into the yard, 
But ſtraight 2 whirlzw:..d koiſted me from thence, 
And mounted me aloft ynto the cloudes : 
As in a trance I thought nor feared nought, 
Nor know I where or vjjuther I was tane : 
Nor where I am, nor w:.:t theſe perſons be, 
Bacon, No, know you not maſter Brrdemd || 
Hoſteſſe. Oh yes good tir, he is my daily gueſt. *' 
W hat, maſter Berdex, *twas but yeſternight, 
That you and at Hen{; plaid at cardes. 
Bwrden, 1 know not what we did, a poxeof all coniuring 
Fryers. 
» Now iolly Frye: tell vs, is this the booke 
that Burden is ſo carctullto looke on? .  . 
Bacon. It is, but Burdey, tell me now, 
Thinkcſt thou that Bacons Nicromanticke skill 
Cannot performe his head arid wall of brafſe, 
W hen he can fetch thine Ay") in ſach poſte ? 
2 


as 


_ — _———— 


The howorable HIftory of Fyyer Bacon, 
eliles. Te warrant you, Maſter, if Maſter Burden could con- 
iureas well as you , he would haue his booke euery night from 
Henlyto ſtudy on at Oxferd.: 
CHMaſon. Burden, what are you mated by this frolicke Fryer? 
Looke how he droops, his guilty'\conſcjence 
Driues him to baſh and makes his hoſteſſe bluſh. 
Bacon. Well Miſtris for I will not haue you miſt, 
You ſhall to Henly to cheere vp your gueſts 
Fore ſupper ginne. Burdey, bid hcr adew, 
Say farewell to your hoſteſle fore ſhe goes, 
virra away, and ſet her ſafe at home. 
Heſftefe. Maſter Burden, when ſhall we ſee you at Henly ? 
Exeunt Heoſteſſe and the Dewikh. 


Bnrdew. The Dcuill take thee and Henly too. 

Alles. Maſter, ſhall I make a good motion ? 

Bacon, W hats that ? 

AMiles. Mary fir z now that my hcſtefſe is gone to prouide 
_ » Coniure another ſpirit , and ſend Door Burden lying 
after. 

Bacon, Thus Rulers of our Academicke State, 
You haue ſeene the Fryer frame his Art by proofe : 
And as the Colledge called Brazen-noſe, 

Is vnder him, and the Maſter there : 

So ſurely ſhall this head of braſſe be fram'd, 

And yeeld forth ſtrange and vncoth Aphoriſmes : 
And Hell and Heccate ſhall faile the Fryer, 

But I will circle England round with braffe. 

Adiles. So be it, & nune & ſemper, Amen. 

Exennt onute't. 


Enter Margaret the faire mayd of Freſingfield , with Thomas and 
Ione , and other elack deſgwiſed in Conntry appareh. 


Thewas. By my troth, Margret, here's a wether is able ts 
make a man call his father whorſon,if this wether hold, we _ 
auc 
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haue hay good chape , and butter and cheeſe at Har{fon will 
be:re no Price. 
Margret, Thema, maids when they come to ſee the fatre 
Count not to make a cope for dearth of hay, 
W hen we haue turn'd our butter to the ſalt, 
And ſet our cheeſe vpon the rackes, 
T hen let our fathers priſe it as they pleaſe, 
We Countriec ſluts of merry Freſingheld, 
Come to buy needlicle noughts to make vs fine, 
And looke that young-men ſhould be francke this day, 
And court vs with ſuch fairings as they can. 
Phebw is blithe and, frolicke,lookes from heauen, 
As when he courted louely Semele : 
Swearing the Pedlers ſhall haue empty packs, 
If that faire weather may make chapmen buy. 
Lacie. But louely Peggy Semele is dead, 
And therefore Phabu | a2 his Palace pries, 
And ſceing ſuch a ſweet and ſeemely faint, 
Shewes all his glory for to court your ſeclfe. 
eAMargret. This isa fairing gentle ir indeed, 
To ſooth me vp with ſuch ſmooth flatterie, 
Bur learne of me, your ſcoffe*s to broad before ; 
Well one,our beauties muſt abide their icſts , 
We ſerue the turne in iolly Freſingheld-. 
Tone. e MHargret, a Farmers daughter for a Farmers ſonne, 
I warrant you the meaneſt of vs both, 
Shall haue a mate toleade vs from the Church : 
But Thomas, whats the newes? what in a dumpe? 
Giue me your hand, we are neere a Pedlers ſhop, 
Out with your qc mult haue fairings now. 
Thomas. Faith love and ſhall, Ile beſtow a fairing on you, and 
then we will to the Taucrn,and ſnap off a pint of wine or two. 


Allthis while Lacie whiſpers Margret in the eare. 
HMargret. Whenceare you fir, of Suffolke? for yoyr tearmes 
are finer then the common ſort of men, 
B 3 Lacis: 
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Lacy. Faith loucly girle, Tam of Beck/cs by, 
Your neighbour not aboue ſix miles from hence, 
A Famers ſonne that neuer was ſo quaint, 
Pat that he could doe courteſe tofuch Dames : 
Bur truſt nic 4fargret T am ſent incharge, 
From him that reueld in your fathers honſe, 
And fild his Lodge with chcere and veniſon, 
Tyred in grecne, he fent youthis rich purle : 
His tokenthat he helpt you run your checle, 
And in the milkehouſe chatted with your (clfe. 

Alargret. To me? you forget your lelfe. 

Lacy. Women arc often weake in memory, 

AMargret, Oh pardon fir, I call to minde the man, 
Twere little manners to refuſe his gift, 
And yet I hope he ſends it not torloue 2 
For we hane litrie leiſure to debate of that, | 
lone, What, Afargres, bluſh not, maides nut have cheir 
louCcs. | 

Thomas. Nay by the maile ſhe lookes pale as if ſhe were 

Angric. 
: Richard. Sirraare you of Bcckleg? I pray how doth goodman 
Cob? my father bought a horſe of him, Ile tell you Margret , a 
were good tobe a Gentlemans jade, for of all things the foule 
hilding could not abidea dung-carr. 

Margret. How differcnt is this Farmer from thereſt, 
That carſt as yet hath pleas'd my wandring ſight 
His words are witty, Ces with a ſmile, 
His courtcſie gentle, ſmelling of thaCourt, 
Facill and debonaare1n all his deeds, 
Proportion'd as was Pars, when in gray, 
He courted :/£ne in the vale by Troy. 
Great Lords haue come and pleaded for my lows, 
Who but the Keepers Laſle of Freſing field? 
And yet methinkes this Farmers ioylly ſonne, 
Pafſcth the proudeſt that hath pleas'd mine eyc. 
But Peg diſcloſe not that thou art in loug, 


And 
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And ſhew as yet no ſigne of loue to him, 
Although thou well wouldſt wiſh him for thy lous: 
Keepe that to thee till time doth ſerue thy turne, 
To thew the griefe wherein thy heart doth burne. 
Come lone and Themas, ſhall we to the Faire, 
You Beckles ian will not forlake vs now. 
Lecy. Not whillt 1 may haue ſuch quaint girles as you. 
Margret. Wellit you chance to come by Freſingfticld, 
Mak c but a ſtept into the Keepers Lodge, 
And ſuch poore fare as Woodmen can affoord, 
Burter and cheeſe, creame, andtat venizon, 
You ſhall hauc ſtore, and welcome therewithall. 
Lacy. Gramarcics Peggie, looke for me erc long. 
Exemunt omnes, 


Enter Henry the third, the Emperour , the King of Caſtile , Elinor his 
| daughter, Taques Yandermalſt a Germane. 
Henry. Great men of Exrepe, Monarkes of the Weſt, 
Ring'd with the walls of old Ocean, 
W hoſe lofty ſurges like the battlements, 
That compaſt high built Babell in with Towres, 
Welcome my Lords, welcome braue weſterne Kings, 
To England ſhore, whole promontory cleeues, 
Shewes Albios is another little world, 
Welcome {ayes Englith Henry to you all, 
Chicfly vnto the louely Eleonor, 
\W ho darde for Edwards fake cut through the ſcas, 
And venture as eAgenors Damſell through the deepe, 
To get the lone of Henries wanton fon. 
Caſtile. Englanas rich Monarke braue Plantagenet, 
The Pyren mounts ſwelling aboue the clouds, 
That ward the wealthy Caſtite ji with walls, 
Cculd not detaine the beautious Eleanor, 
But hcaring of the fame of Edwards youth, 
She darde to brooke Neptwrus haughty pride, 
And bide the brunt of froward Es/e, 
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Then may faire Exglavd welcome herthe more. 
Elinor. After that Engliſh Hemry by his Lords, 
Had ſent Prince Edwards louely counterfeit, 
A preſent to the Caltite Elmon, 
The comly pourtrait of ſo braue a man, 
The vertuous fame diſcourſed of his deeds, 
Edwards couragious reſolution, 
Done at the holy Land fore Damas walls, 
Led both mine eye and thoughts in equall links, 
Tolike ſo of the Engliſh Monarchs ſonne, 
That Iattempted perils for his ſake. 
Emperour. W here is the Prince, my Lord ? 
Henrie, He | ap downe, not long fince from the Courr, 
To Suffolke (ide, to merry Fremingham, 
To ſport himſelfe amongſt my fallow Deere, 
From thence by packets ſent to Hampton houſe, 
We heare the Prince is ridden with his Lords, 
To Oxford in the Academy there, 
To heare diſpute amongſt thelearned men: 
But we will ſend forth letters for my ſonne, 
To will him come from Oxford to the Court. 
Emp, Nay rather Henry,let vs as we be, 
Ride for to viſit Oxford with our traine, 
Faine would I ſee your Vniuerſities, 
And what learned men your Academy yeelds, 
From Ha#purg haue I brought alearned Clerke, 
To hold diſpute with Engliſh Orators. 
This DoRor ſurnam'd [aques Y andermaſt, 
A Germane borne, paſt into Padue, 
To Fierence, and to faire Bolonia, 
To Paris , Rhewns, and ſtately Orleans, 
And talking there with men of Art, put downe 
The chiefelt of them all in Aphoriſmes, 


IM Magicke, and the Mathematike rules, 
Now let vs Hemrytric him in your Schooles- 
Herr. He ſhall my Lord, this motion likes me well, 
Weele 
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Weele progreſle ſtraight to Oxford with our traines, 
And ſee what men our Academy brings. 

And wonder Vandermaſt welcome to me, 

In Oxford ſhalt thou finde a iolly Fryer, 

Cald Fryer Bacon, England: only flowre, 

Set him but Non-plus in his magicke ſpels, 

And make him yeeld in Mathematicke rules, 

And forthy glory I will bind thy browes, 

Not with a Poets Garland made of Bayes, 

But with a Coronet of choiccſt gold, 

W hilſt then we ſit to Oxford with our troupes, 

Lers in and banquet in our Engliſh Court. Exit, 


Enter Raphe Simnell i» Edwards apparell, Edward, 
Warren, Ermsby, de/gniſed. 

Rapbe. Where be theſe vagabond knaues, that they attend 
no better on their maſter ? 

Edward. If it pleaſe your Honour, we are ready at an inch. 

Rapbe. Sirra Ned, Tle haue no more poſte-horle to ride on, 
Ile haue another fetch. 

Ermsby. 1 pray you how is that,my Lord ? 

Raphe. Mary ſir, Ile ſend tothe lle of Ecly for foure or fiue 
dozen of Geeſe , and Ile haue them tide fixe and fixe together 
with whip-cord, Now vpon their backs will I haue a faire 
ficld bed, with a Canopy, and ſo when it is my pleaſure, Ile flee 
into whatplace I pleaſe ; this will be caſie. 

Warren, Your honour hath ſaid well, but ſhall we ro Brazen» 
noſe Colledge before we pull off our bootes. 

Ermiby, Warren, well motioned, we will to the Fryer 
Before we reuell it within the towue. 

Raphe , ſee you keepe your countenance like a Prince. 

Raphe. W herefore hauc I ſuch a company of cutting Knaues 
to wait vpon me, but to keepe & defend my countenance againſt, 
all mine enemies? haue you not good ſwords and bucklers? 

Exter Bacon and Miles. 


Ermby. Stay, who comes here? 
C Warres. 
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Wares. SomeScholer , and we'le aske him where Fryer Bu- 
Con IS» 

Bacox. W hy thou arrant dunce,ſha{lI neuer make thee good 
ſcholer, doth not all the Towne crie out, and ſay, Fryer Barons 
ſubſiſer is the greateſt block-head in all Oxford?why thou cant 
not ſpcake one word of true Latine. 

Miles. Noſir, yes what is this clſe; Ego ſw” tur homo , 1 am 
your man , I warrant you fir ,, as good Txlhes phraſe as any is in 
Oxford. 

Bacon, Come firra, what patt of ſpeech is Ego. 

Afiles. Ego, that is I, mary nomen ſubſtantino, 

Beacon. How proue you that ? 

Miles. Why hr, let him proue himſelfe and a will , I can be 
heard felt and vnderſtood. 

Bacor. Oh groflc dunce. 


Here beate him, 

Edward. Comelet vs breake off this diſpute between tiele 

two..Sirra, where is Brazen-noſe Colledge? 

Ales. Not farre from Copper-ſmiths hall. 

Edward, W hat doeſt thou mocke me ? 

Afdes. Not T fir, but what would you at Brazen-noſec ? 

Ermiby. Mary we would ſpeake with Frycr Bacon. 

eiles. Whoſe men be you? 

Ermsby. Mary (choller,here's our maſter. 

Raphe. Sirra, I am the maſter of theſe good-fellowes, maift 
thou not know me to be a Lord by my reparrell ? 

Mes. Then here's good game for the hawke, for here's the 
maſter foole,and a coue of Cockscombes,one wiſe man I think 
would ſpring you all. 

Edward. Gogs wounds Warren kill him. 
Warren. Why Ned, Ithinke the deuill be in my ſheath, I can- 
not get out my dagger. | 

Ermyby. Nor L mine, Swones Ned, I thinke I am bewitcht. 

Adier. A company cf Scabbes y the proudeſt of you all draiy 
yonr weapon if he can. . 

c 
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xe how boldly I ſpeake now my maſter is by. 
Edward. Itriue in vainc, but if my freed by ſhut, 

And coniured faſt by magicke in my ſheath, 

Villaine here is ny tilt. 


Strike him a boxe #n the eaxe, 
Aer, Oh I beſeech you coniure his hand too, that he ma"; 
not lift his armes to his head, for he is light-finger'd. 
Raphe. Ned ſtrike him, le warrant thee by mine honour. 
Bacon, W hat meanes the Engliſh Prince to wrong my man? 
Edward. To whom ſpeakclt thou ? 
Bacon. To thee. 
Edward. Whoart thou? 
Bacos. Could you not iudge when all your ſwords grew fait, 
That Fryer Bacon was not farrc from hence, 
Edward King Hevries fonne, and Prince of Wales, 
Thy foole di/gu1s'd cannot conceale thy ſelfe, 
I now both Ermsby and the Suſſex Earle, 
Elſe Fryer Bacon had but little $kill. 
Thou comeſt in poaſt from merry Freſingfie!d, 
Fait fancied tothe Keepers bonuny Laſle, 
To craue ſome ſuccour of the iolly Fryer, 
And Lacy Earle of Lincolnc haſt thou left, 
To treat faire Margret to allow thy loues : 
Bur friends are men, and Loue can baffle Lords. 
The Earle both wooes and courrs her for himlelte. 
Warren, Ned, this is ſtrange, the Fryer knoweth all, 
Ermiby. Apotlo could not vttcr more then this. 
Edward, I itand amazed to heare this tolly Fryer, 
Tell euenthe very ſecrets of my thoughts : 
But learned Baces ſince thou knoweſt the caule ,. 
Why I did poaſt ſo faſt from Freſingheld, 
Helpe Fryer ata pinch, that I may have 
The loue of louely Margret to my ſelte, 
And as TI am truc Prince of Wales, Ile ziue 


Liuing and lands to trength thy Colledge ſtate. 
C2 Wa rrcs 
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Warren, Good Fryer helpe the Prince in this. | 
Raphe. W hy ſcruant Ned , will not the Fryer doc it ? Were 
not my ſword glued to my ſcabberd by conuration, I would 
cut off his head and make him doe it by ferce. 
Miles. In faith my Lord, your manhood and your ſword is all 
alike,they are ſo faſt ccniured that we ſhall ncuer ſee them. 
Ermiby., What Doctor in a dumpe?tuſh helpe the Prince, 
And thou ſhalt ſee how liberall he will proue, 
Bacor. Craue not ſuch actions, greater dumps then theſe, 
[ will my Lord ſtraine out my magicke ſpels, 
For this day comes the Earle of Freſinghield; 
And fore that night ſhuts in the day with darke, 
They 'le be betrothed each to other faſt : 
But come with me, weele to my ſtudy ftraight, 
And in a glafle proſpcRue I will ſhew 
What's donethis day in merry Frelingheld, | 
Edward. Gramercies Bacon, 1 will quite thy paine. 
Bacer. Burt ſend your traine, my Lord, into the Towne, 
My ſcholler ſhall goe bring them to their Inne : 
Meane while weele ſeethe knaucry of the Earle. 
Edward. Warren,lcaue me and Ermsby, take the foole, 
Let him be maſtcr, and goereuell it, 
Till I and Fryer Bacon talke a while. 
Warren. We will,my Lord. 
Raphe. Faith Ned, and Ile Lord it out till thou commeft, Ile 
be Prince of ales ouer allthe blacke pots in Oxſerd, Exeunt. 


Bacon and Edward gos into the findy. 


Bacon, Now frolicke Edward, welcome to my Cell, 

Here tempers Fryer Bacon many toyes : 

And hold this place his Conſiſtory Court, 

W herein the deuils-pleade homage to his words, 
Within this glaſſe proſpeRiue thou ſhalt ſee 
This day what's done in merry Freſingfield, 
Tvvixt loucly Peggie and the Livcolve Earle. 

Edward, 
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Edward. Fryer,thou gladſt me,now ſhall Edward tric, 
Hoiv Lacy meaneth to his Soueraigne Lord. 
Bacon. Stand there and looke direRly in the glaſle. 


Enter Margret and Fryer Bungay. 


Bacon, W hat ſees my Lord? 
Edward. [ ſec the Keepers louely laſſe appeare, 
As bright-ſunne as the Paramour of Aars, 
Onely attended by a iolly Fryer. 
Bacon. Sit {till and keepe the criſtall in your eye. 
11 argret. Butteil me Fryer Bungay,1s it truc, 
That this faire courteous Country Swaine, 
W ho ayes his father 1s a Farmer nye, 
Can be Lord Lacy Earle of Lincolnſhire. * 
Bungay. Peggie tis true, tis Lacy for my life s 
Or elſe mine Art and cunning both doe faile, 
Left by Prince Edward to procure his loues : 
For he in greene that holpe to run your cheeſe, 
Is ſonne to Henry, and the Prince of Wales. 
Margret. Be what he will, his lure is but for luſt. 
Burt did Lord Lacielike poore Aargrer, 
Or would he daine to wed a Countrie Laſſe? 
Fryer, I would his humble hand-maid be, 
And for grear wealth, quite him with courtefie. 
Bungay. Why e Margret doſt loue him? 
Margret. His perſonagelike the pride of vaunting Troy, 
Might well auouch to ſhadow Helens cape : 
His wit isquicke and ready in conceit, 
As Greece affoorded in her chiefeſt prime 
Courteous, ah Fryer full of pleaſing ſmiles, 53 
Truſt me Iloue too much ; to tell thee more, | 
Suffice to me he is Englands Paramour. 
Bung#y. Hath not each eyethat viewd thy pleaſing face, 
Surnamed thee faire mayd of Frefingfield? 
Mergret Yes Bungay, and would God the louely Earle 
C3 Had 
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Had that in eff, that fo muny ſought, 
Bungay. Feare not, the Fryerawill not be behind, 
To ſhew his cunning to entangle Loue. 
Egward. Ithinkethe Fryer courts the bonny wench, | 
Bacon, me thinkes he is a lultie churle, 
Bacon. Now looke, iny Lord. 


Emer Lacy, 


Edwards. Gogs wounds Bacen, here comes Lacy. 
Bacon. Sit itill my Lord, and marke the Comedy. 
Bungay. Here's Lacy, Atargret,ſtep afide a while, 
Lacy. Daphne the Daml(cli,that caught Phobws fait, 
And lockt him inthe brightneffe of her lookes, 
Was not ſo beautious in Apollo 's eyes, 
ll! ASis faire Margret to the Lincolne Earle, 
Recant thee: Lacy, thou art put in trult, 
Edward thy Soueraigaes forrhath choſen thee 
A ſecret friend to court her for himfelfe : 
And darcit thou wrong thy Prince with trecherie* 
Lacy, Louc makes no exception of a friend, 
Nor dceemes it of a Prince, but as a man : | 
Honour bids me cantroll him in his luſt, 
His wooing isnot for to wed the girle, 
But to intrap hcr and beguile the laſle ; 
Lacy, thou loucſt, then brooke not ſuch abuſe, 
But ved her, and abide rhy Princes frowne : 
For dye, then ſee her liue difgrac'd. 
AMearoret. Come, Fryer, I will ſhake him from his duimpes, 
How cheere you fir, a penny for your thought : 
Your early vp, pray Godit be the neere, 
- What 'are come from Beckles in a morne ſo ſoone ? 
Lacy. Thus watchfull arc ſuch men as liue in loue, 
W hoſe eyes brooke broken ſlumbers for their fleepe. 
1 tell thee, Peggie, ſince laſt Harlſton faire, 
My minde hath felt a heape of paſſions, 


Mar ove. 
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Margret. Atrulty man that court it for your fricnd, 
Woo you ſtil! for the Courticr all in greenc? 
] maruell that he ſuesnot for himlcite. 

Lacy. Peggie, I pleaded firſt to get your grace for him s 
But when imine eyes ſuruaid your beautious lookes , 
Loue like a wagge,ſtraight diucd into my hcatrt, 
Aud there did1hrine the Idcaot your ſelfe : 
Pirttic me though I be a Farmers tonne, 
And mcaſure not my richcs, but my loue. 

eA argret. Y,ouare very haſty tor to garden well, 
Seeds mult hane time to ſprout befure they. ſpring, 
Loue ought to creepe as doth the dyals ſhade, 
For timely ripe, 1s rotten too too ſoone. 

Bungay. Dem bie, roome for a merry Fryer, 
Whar,youth of Beckles, with the Keepers Laſſe? 
'T1s well, but tell me here you any newes, 

CHargret. No, Frycr, what newes. 

Rargaz. Heare you not how the Purſcuants doe poaſt, 
With Proclamations through each Conntry townc? 

Lacy. For what, gentle Fryer? tell the newes, 

Bungay. Dwelft thou in Beckles, & hear'ſt not theſe newes ? 
Lacy the Earle of Lincolne is late fled 
From Windſor Court, diſguiſed like a Swaine, 
And lurkes about the Country here vnknowne:. 
Hexry (uſpets him of ſome treachery, 
And therefore doth proclaime in euery way, 
That who can take &* Lincolne Earle,ſhall haue 
Paid in the Exchequer twenty thouſand Crownes. 

Lacy. The Earle of Lin olnc? Fryer, thou art mad; 
It was ſome other, thou miſtakeſt the man : 
The Earle of Lincolne? why it cannot be. 

Margret. Yes,very well my Lord, for you are hc, _ 
The Keepers daughter tooke you priſoner, 
Lord Lacy yecld, Ile be your gailor once. 

Edward. How familiar they be, Bacon, 

Bacoy, Sit ſtill, and marke the (equell of their.loues.. 


Eero 
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Latie. Then am I double priſoner to thy ſelfe, 
Peggre, I yeeld, but are theſe nexwes in ie(t? 
AMargret, In 1clt with you, bur earneſt vnto me : 
For why, thete wrongs doe wring me at the heart, 
Ah how thele Earles and Noble-men of birth, 
Flatter and faine to forge poore womens ill ! 
Lacie. Belccue me, Laſſe, I am the Lincolne Earle, 
Inot deny, but tyred thus in rags, | 
{ liucd diſguifd to win faire Peggies loue. 
eMargret. What loue is there where wedding endsmnot loue? 
Lacie. I mcant, faire girle, to make thee Lacres wife. 
Aargret, I little thinke that Earles will ſtoop ſo louw, 
Lacie. Say, ſhall I make thee Counteſſe ere I ſleepe? 
Aargret, Handmaid vnto the Earle fo pleaſe himſelfe: 
A wife in name, but ſeruant in obedience. 
Lacie. The Lincolne Counteſle, for it ſhall be fo, 
le plight the bands and feale it with a kifſe. 
Edward. Gogs wounds, Bacor, they kiffe, Ile ſtab them. 
Bacon, Oh hold your hands ( my Lord ) ir is the glaſſe. 
Edward. Collerto ice the traitors gree ſo well, 
Made me thinke the ſhadowes ſubſtances. 
Bacon, 'Twere along Poinard, my Lord, to reach betweene 
Oxford and Frelingheld, bur fir ſtill and ſee more. * 
Bungay, \V cl, Lord of Lincolne,if your lone$ be Knic, 
And that your tongues and thoughts doe both ageeg# 
To anoid inſuing iarres, Ile hamper vp the match,” *- 
Ile take my Portace forth, and wed you here, 
Then goc to bed and feale vp your deſires. 
Lacie. Frycr,content, Peggie how like you this ? 
Maroret. W hatlikes my Lord,is _ 1g vnto mes 
Bungay. Then hand-faſt hand, and will to my booke, 
Bacon. W hat ſees my Lord now? * 
Edward. Bacon, Ice the Louers hand in hand, 
The Fryer ready with his Portace there, 
To wed them both, then am I quite mndone, 
Bacon, helpe now, if cre thy magicke ſeru'd, 


Helpe, 


Bacon, helpe mow, ifere thy magicke ſerv” 
Helpe, Baton, ny now, - d: 
If Deuils or Nigromancie.may ſuffice, 
And I will giue thce fortie thouſand Crownes. 
Bacon. Fcare not, my Lord, Ile ſtop the iolly Frier, 
For mumbling vp his oriſons thisday, 
Lacy. W hy ſpeak'it not Bangay? Fricr, to thy booke. 


Bungay & mute, crying , Hud, bud. 


Meargret' How lookeft thou, Frier, as a man diſtraught, 
Reft of thy ſences, Bungay ? ſhew by (i 
If thou be dumbe, what paſſion holdeth thee. 

Lacy. He's dumbe indeed : Bacon hath with his Deuils 

Inchanted him, or elſe ſome ſtrange diſcalc, 
Or ym hath poſſeſt his _ 
But, Peggie, what he cannot with his booke, 
We'le twixt vs both ynute it vp in hearr. 


Margret. Elſclct medigg(my Lord )a miſcreant. 
Edward. Why Fricr Bacon (0 amaz'd? 
Bacos. 1] haue ſtruk ,my Lord,& if your honor pleaſe; 


Ile fetch this Bangay y from Frefingfield, 
And he fhall dine with ord here. 
Edward. Bacon, doe that, and'thou contenteſt me. 
Lacy. Of courtefic, Margrer, let vs lead the Frier 
Vnto thy fathers lodge, to comfort him 
With broths to bring him from this haplefſe trance. 
Margret. Or elſe my Lord, we were paſling vnkinde 
Toleaue the Frier ſo in his diſtreſle. 


S 
Enter 4 Denuill, and carry Bungay on bis backe. 


Margret. O helpe, my Lord, a Demill, a Denill, my Lord, 
Looke how he carries Bungay on his backs ; 
Ler's hence,for Bacows ſpirits be abroad. 

Exennt, 
D Edward. 
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Edverd. Baces, I laughtc ſcethe jolly Fryer 5 
Mounted vpon the Dewll, and how the Earle ' - 
Flees with his bonny lafſe for feare. 
Afﬀoone as Bwngay is at Brazen-noſe, 
I will in poaſt hie me te Freſingheld, 
And quite theſe wrongs on Lacy ere it be longs _ 
Bacen. So be it, my Lord, but let vs to our dinner : 
For ere we haue taken our repaſt awhile, 


We ſhall haue Bungay brought to Brazen-nolc. 
Excunt. 


Enter three Dotters , Burden, Maſon, Clement « 


Meſor, Now that we aregathered in the Regent houlc, 


It fits vs talke about the long repaire, 
For he troop't with all the Wefterne Kings, 
That lye alonglt the Danfick Seas by Eaſt, 
North by the clime of troſtie Germany, 
The Almaine Monarke, and the Scocon Duſke, 
Caſtile, and louely Elinor ,with him, 
Haue in thcir icſts reſolued for Oxford Towne. 

Bwrden. We muſtlay plots for'ſtately Tragedies, 
Strange Comicke ſhowes, ſuch as proud Reſſzus 
Vaunted before the Romane Empcrours. 

Clement. To welcome all the Weſterne Potentates, 
But more the King by letters hath fore-told, 
That Fredericke the Almaine Emperour, 
Hath brought with him a Germane of eſteeme, 
W hoſe ſurname is Don Jaques Uandermaſf, 
Skilfull in Magicke and thoſe ſecret arts. 

Maſou, Then muſt we all make ſute vnto the Frycr,. 
To Frier Bacon, that he vouch this taske, 
And vndertaketo counteruaile in skill 
The Germante, elſe there's none in Oxford can 
Match and diſpute with learned Vandermafp. 

Burden. Bacon, if he will hold the German play, 


wel 
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We'le teach him what an Engliſh Frict can doe : 
The Deuill I thinke dare not _ with him. 
Clement. Indecd mas Doctor, he pleatured you, 
In that he brought your hoſteſſe with her ſpit, 
From Henly, poſting vnto Brazen-nofe. 
Burden. A vengeance on the Frier for his paines, 
But leauing that, let's to Bacon ſtraight, 
To ſee if he will take this taske in hand. 
Clement. Stay | what rumour is this > The towne 1s vp in 2 
mutiny, what hurly burly is this ? 


Enter 4 Conſtable , with Raphe, Warren, Ermsby, and Miles. 

Conflable. Nay maſters , it you werene'r ſo good, you ſhall 
before the Doors to anſwer your miſdemeanours 

Burden, W hats the matter, fcllow ? 

Conſtable. Mary ſir, here's a company of Rufflers , that drin- 
king in the Tauerne, haue made a great brawle, and almoſt kild 
the Vinener. | 

Miles. Sala, Door Bwrden, this lubberly Lurden, 

II ſhapt and ill faced, diſdain'd and diſgraced, 
W hat he tels vnto vobis, mentitur de nobes. 

Burden. Who isthe maſter and chiefe of this crue ? 

eiles. Ecce aſinum munai, fignra rotwndi, 
Near, ſheat and fine, as briske as a cup of wine. 

Burden. W hat are you ? 

Raphe. I am, father Noctor, as a man would ſay, the Belwea- 
ther of this company , theſe are my Lords, and I thc Prince of 
Walcs. 

(lement. Are you Edward the Kings ſonne ? h 

Raphe. Sirra Miles, bring hither the {Tapſter that drew rhe 
wine,& I warrant when they ice how ſounely I haue broke his 
head, thei'le ſay *twas done by nolefſe man then a Prince. 

Maſon, I cannot belecue that this is the Prince of W alcs, 

Warren. And why fo, fir ? ; 

Maſon, For they ſay the Princes a braue & a wiſe Gentleman, 

Warren, Why ,and thinkeſt ———_— he is not (o ? A 
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The boliorable Hiſtory of Fryer Bacon, 
Parſt thou detraRt and derogate from him, 
Being ſo louely and ſo braue a Yourh ? | 

Ermiby. W hoſe face ſhining with many a ſugred ſmile, 
Bewrayes that he is bred of —_ Face. 

e Miles. And yet, maſter Door, to ipeake like a Proftor, 
And tell vntoyou, what 1s veriment and true, 

To ceaſe off this quarrell ;looke but on his appacell, 
Then marke but my calis, he is great Prince of Walis, 
The cheefe of our gregs, and film Regie, 

Then ware what is done, for he is Hewrzes white ſonne. 

Raphe. DoRors, whoſe doting night-caps are not capable of 
my ingenious dignity, know that I am Edvard Plantagenct, 
whom if you diſpleaſe, will make a ſhip that ſhall hold all your 
Colleges, and ſo carry away the Niniuerſity with a faire wind, 
to the Bankeſide in Southwarke , how ſailt thou Ned Warraine, 
hall I not doe it ? 

Warren, Yes my good Lord, and tf it pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
I will gather vp all your old pantophles, and with the corke, 
make you a Pinnis of fine hundred tunne , that ſhall ſerne the 
turne maruellous well, my Lord. | 

Ermiby. And I my Lord will haue Pioners to vndermine the 
Towne, that the very Gardens and Orchards be carryed away 
for your Summer walkes, 

Maes. And with ſcientis and great dibgentia, 

W:ll conture and charme,to keepe yoa from harme, 
That vtrum borum mani, your very great wane, 

Like Bartlets ſhip, from Oxford doc skip, 

With Colledges and ſchooles,full loaden with fooles, 
Quid dices ad bee, worſlhipftull Domine Dawcocky ? 

Clement, Why harebraind Courtiers,are you dranke or mad, 
Totaunt vs vp with ſuch ſcurrilitie ? 

Deeme you vs men of baſe and light cſteeme, 
To bring vs ſuch a fop for Hewries ſonne ? 
Call out the Beadles and conuay them hence 
Straight to Bocardo, let the Roiſters lie 
Clofe clapt in bolts, vntill their wits be tame, 


Ermuby. 
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” The honorable Hiftarie of Freey Bacon. 
Ermiby. Why, ſhall we to priſon my Lord? (preſence ? 
Raphe. W hat ſaiſt, Miles, thall I honour the priſon with my 
Ales. No,no,out with your blades,and hamper theſe Iades, 
Haue a furt and a craſh, new rencll daſh, 
And teach theſe Saccrdos, that the Bocardos, 
Like Pczzants and clues,are meet for themſclues. 
Maſon. To the priſon with them, Conftable. 
Warren. Well ( Dofors ) ſeeing I haue ſported me, 
With laughing at theſe mad and merry wagges, 
Know that Prince Edward is at Brazen-noſe, 
And this,attircd like the Prince of W ales, 
Is Rapbe, King Henrries only loued foole, 
I, Earle of Eflex, and this Ermrby, 
One of the priuic Chamber to the King, 
W ho while the Prince with Fricr Bacon ſtaies, 
Haue reucl'd in Oxford as you ſee. 

Maſon. My Lord, pardon vs, we knew not what you were ; 
But Courtiers may nike greater ſcapes then theſe, 

Wilt pleaſe your Honour dine with me to day ? 

Warren, 1 will, maſter Door, and ſatisfie the Vintner for 
his hurt ; only I muſt defire you to imagine him all this fore» 
noone the Prince of Wales, 

eHaſer. I will, (ir. 

Rapbe. And vponthat I will lead the way , onely I will haue 
Miles goe before me,becauſe I haue heard Herry ſay, that wiſc- 
dome muſt goe before Maieſtic. Exeunt omnes. 


Emter Prince Edward with hy, poinard in his band, Lacy 
and Margret. 


Edward.. Lacie,thou canſt not ſhroud thy traitrous thoughts, 
Nor couer, as did (ſires, all his wiles, 
For Edward hath an eyethat lookes as farre, . 

As Linczus fromthe ſhores of Grecia. 
Did not I fit in Oxford by the Fryer, 
And ice thee court the maid of Freſingficld, 
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Sealing thy flattering fancies with a kifle ? 

Did not proud Bungay draw his portaſſe forth, 

And ioyning hand in hand, had married you, 

IF Frier Becox had not {trooke him dumbe,} 

And mounted him vpona ws backe, 

That we might chat at Oxford with the Frier ? 

Traytor, what anſwer'ſt ? Isnot all this true ? 
Lacy. Truth all, my Lord, and thus I make reply, 

At Harlſtone Faire there courting for your Grace, 

W hen as mine eye ſuruaid her curious ſhape, 

And drew the beautious glory of her lookes, 

Todiue intothe center of my hearr, 

Lone taught me that your Honour did but jeſt, 

That Princes were in fancy but as men, 

How that the louely maid of Freſingheld 

Was fitter to be Lacies wedded wite, 

Then Concubine vnto the Prince of Wales. 
Edward. Iniurious Lacy, did Tloue thee more 

Then Alexander his Hepheſtion? 

Did I vnfold the paſſions of my loue, * 

And lockethem 1n the clozet of thy thoughts ? 

Wert thou to Edward {ccond to himſfelfe, 

Sole friend, and partner of his ſecret laues; 

And conld a glaunce of fading beauty breake 

Th/inchained fetters of ſuch priuat friends? 

Baſe coward, falſe, and too cffeminate, 

To be corriualt with a Prince in thoughts ! 

From Oxtord haue I poſted ſince T dinde, 

'Toquite a Traitor *fore that Edward flcepe ? 


Hargret. *'Twas I, my Lord, not Lacy ſtept awry : 


For oft he ſucd and courted for your ſelfe, 
And ſtill woo'd for the Courtier all in greene : 
But I, whom fancy made but mot 
Pleaded my ſelfe with lookes as if lou'd, 

T fed mine eye with gazing on his face, 

And {till bewitcht lou'd Lacie with my lookes, 
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My heart with ſighes, mine eyes pleaded with teares, 
My face held pitty and content at once, 
And more I conld not cypher out by ſignes, 
Bur that I lou'd Lord Lacy with my heart ; 
Then worthy Edward, meaſure with thy minde, 
If womens fauours will not force men fall, : 
If beauty, and if darts of piercing loue, 
Is not of force to burythoughts of friends. 
Edward. 1tcll thee, Peggie, I will hauc thy loues, 
Edw-rd, or none fhall conquer CMargret ; 
In Frigats bottom'd with rich Sethun planks, 
Topt with the lofty Firs of Libanon, 
Stem'd and incaft with burniſht Tuory, 
And ouer-laid with plates of Perſian wealth, | 
Like Thetis ſhalt thou wanton on the waues, T 
And draw the Dolphins ta thy louely eyes, | 
To dance Lauoltas in the purple ſtreames, 
Sirens with harpes and filuer Pfalreries, 
Shall wait with muſicke at thy Frigots ſtem, 
And entertaine faire Margret with her layes ; 
England and Englands wealth ſhall wait on thee , 
Brittaine ſhall bend vnto her Princes lone, 
And doe due homage to thine Excellence, 
It thou wilt be but Edwards 1/1 argret. 
HMargret. Pardon, my Lord, if lone: geeat Royalty | 
Sent me ſuch preſents as to Danar, 
If Phabnrtyed in Latonar webs, 
Come courting from the beauty of his l&dge, . 
The dulcet tunes of frolicke Mercerie, 
Not all the wealth heauens treaſury affords, 
Should make me leane Lord Lacy, or his loue. 
Edward. I haue learn'd at Oxford thenthis point of ſchooles, 
Ablata cauſa, tollituy effeftns, 
Lacy, the cauſe, that Aﬀargret cannot loue, 
Nor fixe her liking on the Engliſh Prince, 
Take him away, and thenthe cffes will faile. 
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Villaine, prepare thy ſelfe : forI will bathe 
My poinard 1n the boſome of an Earle. 

Lacie. Rather then liue , and miffe faire Aargrets loug, 
Prince Edward, {top not at the fatall doome, 
But ſtab it home, end both my loues and lite. 


Marg. Brauc Prince of Wales, honour'd for Royall deeds, 


Twere ſinne to ſtaine faire Pen courts with blood, 

Loues conqueſt ends,my Lord, in courteſie, 

Spare Lacy, gentle Edward, let me dye, 

For fo both you and he doc ceaſe your loues. 
Edward, Lacie ſhall dic as Traitor to his Lord, 
Lacy. I haue deſcrued it, Edvard, a& it well. 


Marg. W hat hopes the Prince togaine by Lacies death? 


Edward. Tocndthe loues 'twixt him and Margaret. 


Marg. Why, thinks King Hezries ſon that £2 argretslouce 


Hangs in th'vncertaine ballance of proud Time, 
. That death ſhall make a diſcord of our thoughts ? 
No, ſtab the Earle, and *fore the morning Sun 
Shall vaunt him thrice ouer the lofty paſt, 
Atargret will meet her Lacy in the heauens. 
Lacy. If ought betides to louely Margret, 
That wrongs or wrings her honour from content, 
Europes rich wealth,nor Englands Monarchic, 
Should not allure Lacy to ouer-liue. 
Then Edward, ſhort my life, and end her loues. 
Marg. Rid me,and keepea friend worth many loucs. 
Lacy. Nay, Edward, keepe a loue worth many friends, 
Marg. And if thy mind be ſuch as famac hath blaz'd, 
Then Princely Edward, Ict-vs both abide 
The fatall reſolution of thy rage, 
Baniſh thou fancie, and imbrace reuenge, 
And in one toombe knit both our carkaſes, 
W hoſe hearts were linked in one perfeR loue, 


Edward. Edward, art thou that famous Prince of Wales, 


Who at Damaſco beat the Sarazens, . 
And bxoughtit home triumph on thy Lances point ? 


And 


Draprmab umn wade dare heme | * 
Is't princely to diſſeuer Louers loues ? | 
Leaue, Ned, and make a vertue ofthis fault, 
And further Peg and Lacy in their loues ; 
So in ſubduing fancies paſſion, 
Conquering thy iafe, Ho ef ſtthe ticheſt ſpoile, ) 
Las), riſe vp. Faire Pegg, here's my hagd, | - 
The Prince of Wales hath conquered all his thoughts, 
And all his loues he yeelds vnto the Earle, { 
Lacy, enioy the maid of Freſingfield, 
Make herthy Lincolne Counteſle at the Church. 
And Ned, ashe is truc Plantagenet, 
Will giue her to thee frankly for thy wife. 
Lscy. Humbly I cake her of my Soueraigne, 
As if that Edward gauc me Englands right, 
And rich't me with the Albion Diadem. 
Margret. And doth the Engliſh Prince meane true ?- 
Will he vouchlafe to ceaſe his tormerloues, 
And yeeld the title of a Country maid, 
Vnto Lord Lacy ? _ | ” 
Edward. 1 will, faire Peggie, a8 T am true Lord. 
Mergrer. Then Lordly Sir, whoſe conqueſtis as great, 
In conquering lone, as { «ſars victories, 
Margret as nulde and humble in her thoughts, 
As was Afpatia vnto Cyru« ſelfe, 
Yeelds thanks, and next Lord Lacy, doth inſhrine 
Edward the ſecond ſecret in her heart. | 
Edward. Gramercy, Peggie, now that vowes are paſt, 
And that your loues are not to be reuolt: | 
Once, Lacy, friends againe; come, we will poaſt 
To Oxford : for this day the Rugs, 
And brings for Edward Caſtile Elinor. 
Peggie, I mult goe ſee and view my wife ; 
I pray God ilike her asTloued thee,;''/ .. : 
Beſide, Lord-Lincolne, we ſhall heare diſpute, 
Twixt Fryer Bacov, and learned --m__ | 


"The bonar able Fifterit of Freer Bacon; © 
Peggy, weleleaue you fora weeke or two. - | 
Margret. Asit pleaſe Lord Eacy : but loues fooliſh looks 
Thinke footſteps mites, and minutes to be houres, 
. Ile haſten, Peggie, to make ſhort returne, 
But pleaſe your Honour Soc vnto the Lodge, 
We thall haue Butter, Cheeſe, and Veniſon: 
And yeſterday I brought for Margrer, 
Aluſty bottle of neat Clarret wine : 
Thus can we fealt and entertaine your Grace, 
Edward. 'Tis cheere, Lord Lacy, for an Emperour, 
Tf he reſpe the perſon and.the place: : 
Come, let vs in, for I will all this night 
Ride poalt vntill I come to Bacons cell, | 
Exennt 6 


Enter Henry , Emperonr , (aftdle , Elinor , Vander- 
IT maſt , Bungay. 

Emperonr. Truſt me, Plantagenet, theſe Oxford Scholes 
Are richly ſeated neerc the Riuer fide :.- 
The mountaines full of fat and fallow Dcere, 
The battling paſtures laid with Kine and Flocks, 
The Towne gorgeous with high built Colledges, 
And Scholters ſeemely in their graue attire, 
Learned in ſcarching the ron ples of Art, 
W hat is thy indgement, Jaques Vandermaſt ? 

Vanger. That Lordly are the buildings of the Towne, _ 
Spatious the roomes, and full of pleaſant walkes : 
But for the Doors, how that they belcarned, 
It may be meancly, for ought I can heare.” 

Burgay. Itell thee, Gcrmane, Haſpurge holds none ſach, 
None read fo deepe, as Oxenford containes, 
There are within our Academicke ſtate, 
Men that may leture it in Germany, 
To all the Doctors of your Belgicke Scholes. 

Hemry. Stand to him, Bang, charme this Fandermaſt, 
And I will vic thee as a Royall King. | 

:  Pandermaſt, 
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The honorable Hiftory of Fryi Bacon; 
Vandermaſt. W herein dareſt thon diſpute with me? 
Buxgay. In what a Door and a Fryer can. | 
V, ſt, Before rich Europes Worthies put thou forth 
The doubttull queſtion vnto Vandermaſs. | 
Bangay. Let it be this, Whether the ſpirits of Piromancy or . 
Geomancy, be moſt predominant in Magicke ? 
Vander. I ſay, of Piromancy, © 
Bungay. And [ of Geomancys, | 
Vaxder. The Cabbaliſts thit write of Magicke ſpels, 
As Hermes, « Melchne,and Pythagoras, 
Affrme chat 'mong({t the quadruplicity 
Ofelementall eſſence, Tera is but thought, 
To bea punituw ſquarcd to the reſt : 
And that the compaſle of aſcending elements - 
Exceed in bigneſle as they doe in height; 
= ing the concaue Circle of the Sunne, 
old the reſt in his Circumferencez 
If then, as Hermes ſayes, the fire be great'ſt, 
Pureſt, and onely giucth ſhapes to ſpirits; : 
Then muſt theſe Demones that haunt that place, 
Be cuery way ſaperiour to the reft. . 
Bangay. 1 reaton not of elementalbThapes, 
Nor tell Tof the concaue latitudes , 
Noting their effence, nor their quality, 
Bur of the ſpirits that Piromancy calls, 
And of the vigour ofthe Geomanticke Fiends, 
I tell thee, Germane , Magicke hants the grounds, 
And thoſe ſtrange Negromanticke ſpels, 
That worke ſuch ſhewes and wondring inthe world, 
Are ated by thoſe Geomanticke ſprites, 
That Hermez calleth Terre fily. 
The fierie ſpirits are but tranſparent ſhades, - _ 
That hgtnly pafſe as Heralds to bearenewes, ' | 
But carthly Fiends cloz'd in theloweſt deepe, -' 
Difleuer mountaines , if they be bur char'd, 
Being more grofſc and maſhe intheir power. 
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.'' Wandermaſt. Rather ubyanty Cormmeiite ſpirits, 

Aredull and like the place where they remaine ; 
For when proud Lucifer fell from the heauens, © 
The ſpirits and Angels that did fin with him, 
Retain'd their locall eſſence as their faults, 

All ſubie&s vnder Luna Continent, 

They which offended leffe, hang in the fire, 

And ſecond faults did reſt withinthe aire, 

But Lucifer and his proud-hearted fiends, 

Were throwne into the Center of the carth, 
Hauing lefſe vnderſtanding then the reſt, 

As hauing greater ſinne, and lefler grace. 

Therefore ach grofle and earthly ſpirits doe ſerue, 
For Iuglers, Witches, and vild Sorcerers, . 
W hereas the Piromanticke Genij, 

Are mighty, ſwift, and of farre reaching power. 
But grant that Geomancie hath moſt force, 
Bunxgay, to pleaſe theſe mighty Potentates, 

Proue by ſome inſtance whatthy Art can doe. 

Bungay. Iwill. 


Emper. Now Engliſh , here begins the game, 


We ſhall ſee ſport e theſe learned men. 
UVar + What wilt thou doe? 
Bungay. Shew thee the Tree leau'd with refined gold, 
W hereon the fearefull Dragon held his ſeate, 
Fhat watcht the Garden cald Heſperides, . | 
Subdued and wonne by conquering Hercules. - 
UVandermaſt . Well ONE. . 


Here Bungay conivures , and the Tree appeares with the 
Dragon ſhooting fire. 


Hevrie. What ſay you Royall Lordlings to my-Fryer? | 
Hath he not done a point of cunning Skill 
Pandey. Ech Scholler in the Negromanticke ſpels 
Can doc as muchas Bavgay hath perform'd, 


p | 
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But as Alcmenas baſtard rais'd this Tree, 

So will I raiſe him vp as when he lived, 

And cauſe him pull the Dragon from hs ſeate, 
And tcare the branches piccemeale from the roote, 
Herenles , Prodi, Prodi , Herewles. 


Hercules appeares in bis Lyous thin. 
Herenlos. Quit me walt? 
Uandermaſt, Tones baſtard ſonne, thou Libian Herowles, 
Pull off the ſprigs from eff the Heſperian Tree, 
As once thou did{t to win the golden fruit. 
Herenles, Fiat. ; 


Here he begins to breaks the branches. 


Vander. Now Bungay, if thon canſt by Magicke charme 
The Fiend, appearing like great Herewles, 
From pulling downe the branches of the Tree, 
Then art thou worthy to be counted learned. 
Bungay. I cannot. 
Vander. Ceaſe Hereules, vntill T gine thee charge» 
Mighty Commander of this Engliſh Ile, 
Hevrie , come from the ſtout P lantagenets, 
Buxg47 is learned gy to be-a Fryer ; 
But to compare with /aques Vandermaſt, | 
Oxford and Cambridge muſt goe ſecke their Celles, 
To find a man to match him in his Art. 
I haue giucn non-plms to the Paduans, 
To them of Sien, Florence, and Bologna, 
Rheimy, Louain,, and faire Roterdam, 
Franckford, Lutrech, and Orleance : 
And now muſt Herrie, if he doe me right, 
Crowne me with Lawrell, asthey all haue done. - 


ot Enter Bacon. 
Bacon. All haile to this Royall Company, 
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That'fit to hearc and ſee this ſtrange diſpute : 

Bungay, how ſtandſt thou as a-man amaz'd? 

What, hath the Germane ated more-then thou ? 
Uandermaſt, What art thou that queſtionit thus ? 
Bacon. Men call me Bacon, | 
Uapnder. Lordly thou look'ſt, as if that thou wert learn'd? 

Thy countenance, as if ſcience held her ſeate 

Betweene the circled arches of thy browes. 

Henry. Now Monarks, hath the Germane found his match? 
_—_—_ Beltirre thee /aques, take not now rhe foile, 

Leſt thou doeſt toſe, what foretime thou didſt gaine. 

Uandermaſt, Bacon, wilt thou diſpute? - | 

Bacon, No, vnlefſe he were more learn'd then Vandermaſ. 
For yet tell me, what haſt thou done? 

_ Uandermaſt. Rais'd Herewles to ruinate that tree, 

That Bungay mounted by his Magicke ſpels. 

Bacon. Set Herenles to-worke. 
Vander. Now Herewles, I charge thee to thy taske, 

Pull off the golden branches from the roote. 

Heycules. I dare not. Seeſt thou not great Bacon here, 

W hoſe frowne dotha& more then thy Magticke can? 

Uandermaſt. By all the Thrones, and Dominations, 

Vertues, Powers, and mightic Hierarchies, - 

I charge thee to obey to Vandermaſt. 

Hercales, Bacon, that bridles headſtrong Belzephon, | 
And rules Aſmenoth guider of the North; 

Binds me from yeelding vnto Yandermaſt. 

Hen, How now, Vandermaſt,haue you met with your matcl? 
Vander, Neuer before was't knowne to Vandermaſt, - 

That men held Deuils in ſuch obedient awe. 

Bacon doth more then Art, or elſe I faile. 

 Emperonr. Why, V andermaſt, art thou onercome ? 

Bacon diſpute with him, and try his $kill ; 

Bacon. I come not, Monarks, for to hold diſpute 

With ſuch a Nouice as is Vandermaſt;; . 

Icame to haue your Royaltics to.dine . 


With 


The honorable Hiſtory of Froer Bacon, 
With Fryer Bacon here in Brazen-noſe ; 
And,for this Germane troubles but the place, 
And holds the Audience with a long ſulpente, 
Ie ſend him to his Academie hence. 
Thou Hereales, whom Vandermaſt did raiſe, 
Tranſport the Germane vnto Haſpurge ſtraight, 
That he may learne by trauell *gainſt the Springs, 
More ſecret doomes and Aphoriſmes of Art, 
Vaniſh the Tree, and thou away with him. 


Exit the Ffirit with Vandermaſt, and tbe Tree, 


Emperour. Why, Baeon, whither doeſt thou ſend him? 
Bacon, To Haſpurge, there your Highneſle atreturne, 
Shall finde the Germane in his Study ſafe. 
Henry. Bacon, thou haſt honoured England with thy $kill, 
And made faire Oxford famous by thine Art, 
I will be Engliſh Hemytothy ſelfe. 
But tell me, ſhall we dine with thec to day ? - 
Bacon. With me, my Lord ; and while I fit my cheere, . 
See where Prince Edward comes to welcome you ; | 
Gracious as the morning-ſtarre of heauct. Exit. 


Enter Edwrrd, Lacic, Warren, Ermeby, 


Enmperonr, Is this Prince Edward, Henrie: Royall ſonne? ., 
How martiall is the figure of his face } _ 
Yet louely and beſer with Amorets. 

Henry. Ned, where haſt thou beene? | 

Edward. At Framingham, my Lord, to trye your Buckes, 
If they could ſcape the teiſers or the toile ; | 
Bat hearing of theſe Lordly Potentates J 
Landed, and progreſt yp to Oxford towne, . 
Joo to glue entertaine to them, TY | 

fe tothe Almaine Monarke, next to him, 
And joynt with him, Caſtile, and Saxonie, 
ArS. 


Are welcome as they may be to the Engliſh Court. 
Thus for the men. But ſee,Venu pponch, IF 4 
Or one that guermatcheth Vena in her ſhape, 
Sweet Elliner, beauties high-ſwelling pride, 

Rich natures gloric, and her wealth at once ; 

Faire of all faires, welcome to Albion, 

Welcome to me, and welcome tothine owne, 

If that thou dain'ſt the welcome from my ſelfe. 

Elliner. Martiall Þ lantagenct, Henries high-mindcd ſonne, 
The marke that Elinor "=; 4s her aime, 

Tlik't thee 'fore I ſaw thee ; now Iloue, 
And ſo asin ſo ſhort time I may : 

Yet fo, astime ſhall ncuer breake that ſo, 
And therefore ſo accept of Ellnor. 

Caftile. Feare not, my Lord, this couple will agree, 
If loue may creepe into their wanton eyes :} 

And therefore, Edward, I accept thee here, 
Without ſuſpence, as my adopted ſonne. 

Henyy, Let me that toy in theſe conſorting grects, 
And glory in theſe. honours done to Ned, | 
Yeeld thankes for all theſe fauours tomy ſonne,} 
And reſt a truc Plantageret to all. | 


Emer Miles with a cloth and trenchers, and ſalt. 


AMiles. Salute ones Reges,, that gouerne your Greges, in 
Saxony, and Spaine, in Pogen , and in Almaine : for all this 


frolicke rable muſt I couer the table, withtrenchers, ſalt, and 
cloth, and then looke for your broth, 

Emperonr. What pleaſant fellow is this? . 

Henry. Tis, my Lord, Door Barons poore Scholler. 

Miles. My maſter hath made me ſewer of theſe great Lords, 
and ( God knowes } Lam as {cruiceable at a table, as a Sow is 
vnder an Apple tree : 'tis no matter, their cheere ſhalt not be 

reat , and therefore what skils where the ſalt Rand before or 


hinde ? | 
(aftiles 


The howor able Hiftory of Eroev Bacon, 
(affile. Theſe Schollers know more skill in Axiomes, 


How to vſe quips and _ of Sophiſtrie, 
Then for to couer courtly for a King, 


Enter Miles with a meſſe of pottage and broth , and 
after him Bacon. 


[ Miles. Spill, fir ? why , doe you thinke I neuer carried 
ewo-pcnny chop before in my life? By your leaue, Nebile decas, 
for here comes Door Bacon: peers, being in his full age,to car- 
ry a meſle of pottage. 

Bacon, Lordlings,admire not if your cheere be this, 

For we mult keepe our Academicke fare, 
No riot where Philofophy doth raigne : 
And therefore, Henry, place theſe Potentates, 
And bid them fall vnto their frugall cates. 
Emp. Preſumptuous Fryer, whar, ſcoff' ſt thou at a King * 
W hat, doeſt thou taunt vs with thy peazants fare, 
And guues vs cates fit for Country Swaines ? 
Hemrie , proceeds this icſt of thy conſent, 
To twit vs with apittance of fuch price ? 
Tell me, and Fredericks will not grieue thee long. 

Henree. By Henries honour and the Royall Faith 
The Engliſh Monaxke bearcth to his friend, 

I knew not of the Fryers feeble fare, 
Nor am I plea&'d he entertaines you thus. 

Bacon. Content thee, Frederick, fer I ſhewd rhee cates, 
Tolet thee ſee how ſchollers vſe to feede ; 

How little meate refines our Engliſh wits, 

Ailes take away, andlet it be thy dinner. | 
Miles.Mary fir, I will,this'0xy ſhall be a feſtinall day with. me: 

For I ſhall cxccedin the higheſt degree | © Zxie Miles, 


Bacos, 1 tell thee, Monarke, all the Ger mane Pceres  - 
Could not afford thy entertainement ſuch, F 
So Royall and fo full of Maicſic, 


bomreble Hiftorle of Prey Bacon, 
As Baron will preſent to Fredericks, 
The Baſeft waiter that attends thy cups, 
Shall be in honours greater then thy ſelfe : 
And for thycates rich Alexandria drugges, 
Fetcht by Carucils from Agypts richelt ſtratghts: 
Found in the wealthy ſtrond of Aﬀrica, 
Shall Royallize the table of my King, 
Wines richer then the Gyprian Courtiſan 
Quaft to Avguſtzs Kingly countermatch, 
Shatbe carrowſt in Engliſh Hevries fealts : 
Candy ſhall yeeld the richeſt of her canes, 
Perſia downe her Yolga by Canows, 
Send downe the ſecrets of hcr ſpiecries. 
The Africke Dates, mirabiles of Spaine, 
Conſcrues, and Suckets from Tiberias, 
Cates from Tudea choiſcr then thelampe 
T hat fiered Rome with ſparkcs of gluttony, 
Shall beautifie the boord for Fredericke, 
And therefore grudge not at a Fryers tcaſt. 


Enter two Gentlemen , Lambert, asdScrlsby, 


with the Keeper. 

Lambert. Come frolicke; Keeper of our Licges game, 
W hoſe table ſpred hath euer Veniſon, ; _ ;.-, : 
And Iacks of wine to welcome paſſengers, 

Know1 am 1n loue with jolly A4argret, 

That ouer-ſhines our Damſfels, as the Moone 
Darkneth the brighteſt ſparkles of the night, 
In Laxfield here my landandliuing lics, 

Ile make thy daughter ioynter of 4t all, 

So thou conſent to giue herito my wifes. ./: , 
And I can ſpend five hundred markes a yeese-., . _, .. 
Serlsby. I am the Lands-lord Keeper of thy holds, 
By coppy all thy living lies in me. = 

Laxfigld did neuer ſce me raiſc my duc, 
I will infeoffe Afergret in all, _ 


The honorable Hiftorie of Fryer Bacon, 


$o ſhe will take her to a =_/ Squire. 

ta Keeper. Now courteous Gentles, if the Keepers girle 

Hath pleag'd the liking fancy of you both, 

And with her beauty hath ſubdued your thoughes, 

'Tis doubtfull to decide the queſtion. 

It ioyes me that ſuch men of great eſteeme, 

Should lay their liking onthis baſe eſtate, 

And that her ſtate ſhould grow fo fortunate, 

To bea wite to meaner men then you, 

Bur ſith ſuch Squires will ſtoope to Keepers fee, 

] will. rauoyd diſpleaſure of you bath, 

Call Maregret forch,and ſhe ſhall make her choiſe. Ext. 
Lambert. Content,Keeper, ſend her vnto vs. 

Why, Serlsby, is thy wife ſo lately dead ? 

Are all thy loues (o lightly paſſcd ouer, 

As thou canſt wed before the yeere be out ? 
Serlrby. 1line not, Lambert, to content the dead, 

Nor was I wedded but for life to her, 

The graue ends, and beginsa marricd ſtate, 


Enter AMargret, 


Lambert. Peggie, the londy flowers of all townes, 
Suffolks faire Heller, and rich Englands ſtar, 
W hoſe beauty tempered with her haſwifric, 
Makes England talke of merry Frelingficld, 

Serl:by, 1 cannot tricke it vp with TY 
Nor paint my paſſions with compariſons, 
Nor tell a tale of Phebus and his lones, 

But this belceue meg Laxfield here is mine, 
Fancicnt rcnt ſenen hnandred pounds i yerre, 
And if thou-can{t but loue a Couartry Squire, ' 
I will infeoffe thee, CAMarover, itiall, ' | 
I cannot flatter, tric me if thoupleaſe. 
Mar. Braue ncighb'ring Squires,the ſtay of Suffolks clime, 
A Keepers daughters too baſe in gree | 


F2 19 


The honor «ble Hiſtory of Fryer Bacon, 


To match with men accounted of ſuch worth ; 
But might I not diſpleaſc, I would _ ; | 
Lambert. Say, Peggie, nought ſhall make vs diſcontent. 
Margret. Then Gentiles,note that loue hath little ſtay, 
Nor can the flames that Ven ſets on fire, 
Be kindled but by fancies motion, 
Then pardon,Gentiles, if a maids reply 
Be doubtfull,while I haue debated with my ſelfe, 
W ho, or of whom loue ſhall conſtraine me like. 
Serlsby. Let.it be me, and truſt me, Margrer, 
The meads muironed with filuer ſtreames, 
W hoſc battling paſtures fatten all my flockes, 
Yeelding forth fleeces Rapled with ſuch wooll, 
As Lemplter cannot yeeld more finer ſtuffe, 
And forty kine with faire and burniſht heads, 
With ſtrouting dugs that puggle to the ground, 
Shall ſerue thy dary if thou wed with me, 
Lambert. Lect paſſe the Country wealthgas flocks and kine, 
And lands that waue with Ceres golden ſheaues, 
Filling my barnes with plenty of the fields : 
Bur, Peggie, if thou wed thy felfe to me, 
Thou ſhalt haue garments of imbrodred filke, 
Lawnes, and rich net-works for thy head attire, 
Coſtly ſhall be thy faire habilliments, 
It thou wilt be but Lawberts louing wife. 
e2fargret. Content you, Gentles, you haue proffered faire, 
And more then fits a Country maids degree; 
Bur giue me leaue to counſaile me a time, 
For tancie bloomes not at the firſt aſſault ; 
Giue me bur ten dayesrefpit, and I will reply, 
Which or to whom my ſelfc affeRionates. , 
Serlsby. Lambert, Itcll thee, thou art importunate, 
Such beauty fits not ſuch a baſe Eſquire : | 
It is for Ser/iby to haue Mareret. 
Lamb. Thinkſt thou with vwealth to ouer-reach me, 
Serlsby ? I ſcorne to brooke thy Country braucs, p 
] dare 


The bowor ble Hiffory of Fryer Bacon; 
Idare thee, Coward, to naintaine this wrong, _ © 
At dint of Rapier fingle in the field} © ' 
Serlsby. Ile anſwere Lambert what Thane anoucht. 
CH argret, farewell, another time ſhall ſerue. Exit Serliby, 
Lambert. Ile follow. Peggie,farewell to thy ſelfe, 
Liften how well Ile anſwer for thy lone. Exit Lambert, 
Margret. How Fortune tempers lucky happes with frownes, 
And wrongs me with the ſweets of my delight ! 
Loue is my blifſe, and loue is now my bale. 
Shall I be Hellen in my forward fates, 
AsI am Helle» in my matchleſlſe hue, 
And ſet rich Suffolke with my face afire ? 
If louely Lacy were but with his Peggte, 
The cloudy Jatkenelf e of his bitter frowne 
Would checke the pride of theſe aſpiring Squires, 
Before the terme of ten dayes be expired, 
W hen as they looke for anſwer of their loues, 
My Lord will come to merry Freſingfield, 
And end their fancies, and their follies both; 
Till when, Feggre be blithe and of good cheere, 


Enter a Poaſt with a letter and a bag of gold. 


Poaſt. Fairc louely Damſell, which way leads this path? 
How might I poaſt me vnto Frefingficld ? 
W hich footpath leadeth tothe Keepers Lodge ? 
Margret. Your way is ready, and this path is right, 
My ſelte doe dwell hereby in Freſin field; | 
And if the Keeper be the man you feeke, 
Iam his daughter: may Tknow the cauſe? 
Poaſt. Louely and once btloued of my Lord, | 
No maruell if his eye waslfodg'd fo low, . 
W hen brighter beanty is nor inthe heavens, 
The Lincolne Earle hath fent you Letters here; 
And with them, uſt an hundred pounds in gold. 
Sweet bonny wench, read them, and make reply» 
F | Margret>- 
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« The ſcrowles that Ione ſent Dawes, ) | | 
Wraptinrich Heres of tine burniſht gold,, | 
Were not more welcomerchen theſe lincs to me». 
Tell me, whilſt thar I doe vwipthe {cales, 
Lines Lacy well, how fares my louely Lord ? | 
Poaft. Well, ifthat wealth may make ments liuc well, 


The letter, ana Margret reader its . 


He bloomes of the Almond tree grow in anight, & vaniſh 
T a morne , the flies Hemere ( faire Peggie ) takelife with 
the Sunne, and die withthe dew , tancythat flippcth in with a 
gaze, gocth out with a winke; and too timely loues , haue cucr 
the ſhorteſt length. I write this as thy gricte, and my folly, 
who at Freſinglicld low'd that which time hath-taught me to 
be but meane dainties, eycs are difſemblers , and fancic is bur 
ucaſic, therefore know, Aargrer, I haue choſen a Spaniſh La- 
to be my wife, chiefe wayting-woman tothe Princelle Eli- 
zor ,a Lady faire, and no lefſe ſaire then thy ſelfe, honorable and 
wealthy , 1n that Iforſake thee , Ilcane thee to thine owne li- 
King,and for thy dowfy I haue ſent thee an hundred pounds, & 
euer aſſure thee of my fauour,which ſhall auaile thee and thine 
much. Farexvell. Notthine, nor his owne. 
Wo. Eaward Lacy. 


HMargret. Fond eAte, doomer of bad boaſting fatcs, 

That wraps proud Fortune in thy ſnaky locks, 

Didſt thou inchant my. birth-day with ſuch itars, 

Aslightned miſchicfefrom their infancy 2?,: 

If heauens had vowd,; if ftars had madedecree, 

To ſhew in me their frowaxd influence, : ., 

If Lecy had but-fow'd, heavens, hell and all, 

Cou!d not haue wrong'd the paticnce of my minde . 
Poaft. It gricues me, Damſell, but the Earlc is fort 

To loue the Lady, by the Kings command, | 
Margrete The wealth combinde within the Engliſh fhclues, 

; Europes 


Europes Commander , nor the Engliſh King, 

Should not haue mou'd the loue of Peggie from her Lord. 
Poafl. W hat anſwere ſhall 1 returne to my Lord? 
Margret. Firſt,for thou camſt from Lacy whom Ilou'd, 

Ah, giue me leaue to ſigh at every thought, 

Take thou,my friend, the hundred pound he ſent : 

For Margrets reſolution ctaues no dower ; 

The worid ſhall beto heras vanity, 

Wealth, traſh ;loue, hate ;-pleafure, deſpaire : 

For I will ſtraight to ſtately Fremingham, 

And in the Abby there be ſhorne a Nun, 

And yeeld my louesand hberty to God. Sa 

Fcllow, I giue thee this; not forthe newes, © 

For thoſe be hatefull vnco: Aſworer, - 

But for th'art Lacees man, once'e.4 argretsloues: 
Poaft. What I haue heard, what paſſions I haue ſeenc, | 

Ile make report of them'vato'the Eatle: © Exit Poaſts 
eMargret:. Say, that ſhe ioyes his fancies be at reſt, 

And praycs that his misfortunes tay be hers. Exit. 


Enter Fryer Bacon Arawing the tonrtainer with s Þhire Bitke, | 4 booke. 
i» bis band , aud a lampe lighted by bim, 41d the brazen beak, and 
Miles, with weapons by bim. *' gan 7 OR 


Bacon. Miles, where are you ? 

Aliless Here, fir. ; 

Bacon, How chance you tarry ſo long ?, 

Aides. Thinke you that” the watching of the brazen head 
craues no furniture? I warrant you,fif;Lhaue ſo armed my ſelfe, 
that-if all yourdeuits doe come; F will not fearc them an inch. 
 Bavon,' Ailes,thouKnowft that ? have dued into hell 
And fought the darkeſt palaces of the Fieyds,'', ©. 
That with niy Magickeſpels'sreat Belzephon * -* 
Harth left hislodge and kneeledir my cell, 
The rafters of therarth retit fromthe poles, © 
And three-form'd Ima hid her ftluer lookes; © 0 © 


bp 
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The honerahle Hiftoric of Fryer Bacon. 
Trembling vpon her concaue continent, 
W hen Bacon read vpon his Magicke booke, 
With ſeuen yecres toſſing Nigromanticke charmes, 
Poring vpon darke Hecats principles, 
I hauc fram'd out a monſtrous head of brafle, 
That by th'inchanting forces of the Deuill, 
Shall tell out ſtrange and vncoth Aphoriſmes, 
And girt faire England witha wall of brafle. 
Bungay and I haue watcht theſe threeſcore dayes, 
And now our vitall ſpirits craue ſome reſt, 
If eArgosliu'd and had his hundred eyes, 
They could not ouer-watch Phobeters night, 
Now AMfiles, in thee reſts Fryers Bacons weale, 
The honour and renowne of all his life, 
Hangs in the watching of this brazen-head ; 
Therefore 1 clarte by the immortall God, 
That holds the ſoules of men within his fiſt, 
This night thou watch; for ere the mornitg ſtarre 
Sends out his glorious gliſter.on the North, 
The head will ſpeake ; then ( Ales ) vpon thy life, 
Wake me ; for then by Magicke ArtJle worke, vl 
To end my ſcuenyeeres with excelience, | 
If that a winke but ſhutthy watchfulleyx, .. - 
Then farewecll Bacons glory and his fame, 
Draw cloſe the curtaines, Miles, now for thy;life, __ 
Be watchfull and Here he falleth aſleepe. 


Miles. So, I thought you would talke = ſelfe aſleepe anon, 
and*tis no maruell, for, Baygey on the dayes, and hee on the 
nights, haue watcht iuſt theſe tenand fifty dayes, now this is 
the night, and *tis my taske and no more.Now leſus blefſe inc, 
what a goodly head it 18, &a noſe 1 You talke of nos antes glork 
ficare; but here's anoſe.hae! warrant may be cal'd nor antenpo- 
pelares for the people of the pariſh. WellIam furniſhed with 
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as a watch-man to wake me ifI chante toſlumber. - 


——_ fir, I will ſex me downe by a poſt, and make it as 
I thoughr 


<> 
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Ithonght, goodman head, I would call yon ont of your wewente, 
paſſion a God, | hauc almoſt broke my pate : Vp, Afiler,to your 
taske,take your browne bill in your hand, heres ſome of your 
maſters Hobgoblins abroad. With thi, a great noiſe. 


The Head Speaker. 


Head. Time is, ' 

Ales. Time is. Why, Mafter Brazen-head, haue you ſuck 
a capitall noſe, and anſwer you with fillables, Time is ? is this 
all my maſters cunning, to ſpend ſeuen yeeres ſtudie about 
Timeis? Well, fir, it may be, we thall haue ſome orations of it 
anon; well, He watch you as narrowly as euer you were watchr, 
and Ile play with you as the Nightingale with the Slow- 
worme , Ile ſet a pricke againſt my breſt ; now reſt there, 
e Miles , Lord haue mercy vpon me, I haue almoſt kild my 
{elfe : vp , Miles, lift how they rumble, 

Head. Time was. 

Mes, Well, Frier Bacon, you haue ſpent your ſeuen yeeres 
ſtudy well, that can make your Head ſpeake but two words at 
onee, Time was: yea mary, time was when my Maſter wag 
a wile man, but that was before he began to make'the Brazen- 
hcad. You ſhalllye while you arſe ake, and your Head fpeake 
no better: well, I will watch and walkevp and downe, and be 
a Peripatetian and a Philoſopher of Avriſtorles ſtampe. ' What, 
a freſh noyſe? Take thy Piſtols in hand, Miles. + 


Here the Head ſpeaker » and a lightning fl eſheth forth and 
4 ' appeares that breaketh downe the 
Head with a bamwaer. 


Head. Time igpaſt tt 0 OO 
Miles, Maſter, maſter, vp, -hell's-broken looſe, your head 
ſpeakes, and there's ſuch a thunder and lightning, that I war- 
rant, all Oxford is vp in armes z out of your bed; take a browne 
Sill in your hand, the latter day 1s-come, ed da 
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The haworable Hitory of Fryer Bacon: 
. Bacon, AXdiles, I come. Opaſſing warily watches i: i 
Bacox will make thee next himſeitcin loue. : ./! rt 
W hen ſpake the Head? | jo 1d 4004 9 
Aliies. W hen ſpake the Head? did notyoun ſay that he ſhould 
tell ſtrange principles of Philoſophy? W hy (ir, it {pcakes but 
ewo words atatime. 3 

Baeon, W hy villaine, hath it ſpoken off 2 

Mes. Ott, I mary hath it thrice : but in all thoſethree times. 
it hath vttcrcd but {euen words, 

Bacow. As how ? 

Males. Mary ir, the firſt rime he ſaid, Timeis, as if Fabius 
{ommentator ſhould haue pronounſt a ſentence : he ſaid, Time 
vas; and the third time with thunder and lightning, as in great 
choler, he ſaid, Time is paſt. 

Bacon. Tis palt indecd. A villaine, time is paſt : 

My life, my fame, my glory, all are paſt ; 

Bacon, the turrers of thy hope are ruin'd downe, 

Thy fcuen yeeres ftudy licth in the duſt : 

Thy Brazen-head lies broken through a lane 

That watcht, and would not when the Head did will. 
\V hat faidthe Head firſt ? 

Aliles. Eucn, Time is. | 

Bazen, Villaine, if thou hadſt cald to Bacow then, 
If thou hadſt watcht and wakte the Neepy Fryer, 

The Brazcn-head had vttcred Aphoriſmes, 

And England had beene circled round with brafle:- 

But proud 4ſtmereth, ruler of the North, 

And Demegorgon, maſter of the Fates, | 

Grudge that aznortall man ſhould&doe famuch. 

Hell trembled at my deepe commanding,ſpels, 

Fiends frownd to ſee a man their ouer-match, 

Baeor might boalt more then a man might boaſt : 

But novy the braucs of Bacew haucan cnd,. 

Europes conceit of Baces hath an end + 

His | 1K yeeres practice ſorteth toill end 3 

And villaine, fith my gloric hath an cud, Twill 
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T will appoint thee fatall to ſome end, 
Villaine, auoid, get thee from Bacon: ſight : 
Vagrant, goc roine and range about the world, 
And pcriſh as a vagabond ou carth. | 
Mites. W hy then, tir, you forbid me your ſernice. 
Bacon. My ſcruice, villaine ? with a fatall curſe, 
That dircfull plagues and mitchiefe fall on thee. | 
Aves. Tis no matter, I am againſt you withthe old prouerb, 
The more the Foxe is curſt, the better he fares. God be with 
you,fir, Ile take but a booke in my hand, a wide ſleeued gowne 
on iny backe, and acrowned cap on my head, and fee If I can 
want promotion. 
Bacos. Some fiend or ghoft haunt on thy weary ſteps, 
Varill they doe tranſport thee quicketo hell ; 
For Bc (hall have neuer merry day, | 
Fo loſe the fame and honour of his Head. Exit, 


Enter Emperoxr, Caſtile, Henry , Ellinor, Edward, 
Lacie, Raphe. 


Emper« Now louely Prince, the Prince of Albions wealth, 
How farcs the Lady Elliner and you? 
W hat, hauc yoa courted and found Caſtile fit, 
To an{were England in equiuokence ? 
Wilt be a match twixt bonny Nel! and thee ? 
Edward, Should Pars enter inthe courts of Greece, 
And not lyc fettered in faire Hellens lookes? 
Or Phebu ſcape thoſe picrcing amorits, 
That Daphve glanced ar his deitie ? 
Can Edward then fir by a flame and freeze, 
V hoſe heat puts Hellewand faire Dapbre done ? 
Now Monarks, aske the Lady if we gree. | 
Hemtz.' W hat, Madam, bath my ſonne found grace or no? 
Elliner. Secing my Lord his touely counterfeit, = . 
And hearing how bis minde and ſhape agreed, 
I come not,troopt withallthis warlike traine, 
G3 Doubtins 
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Poubting of loue, but ſo affeRionate, 
As Edward hath in England what he wonne in Spaine. 

Caſtile. A maich, my Lord, theſe wantons needs muft loue :- 
Men muſt haue wiues, and women muſt be wed, 

Let's haſte the day to honour vp the rites. 

Raphe. Sirra Harry, ſhall Ned marry Nell? 

Henry. 1, Raphe, how then ? 

Raphe. Mary Harry, follow my counſell, ſend for Fryer Ba- 
con to marry them, for heele ſo coniure him and her with his 
Nigromancy, that they ſhall louc together like Pigge & Lambe 
whilcſt they liue. 

(#ſtsle. But hearſt thou, Raphe, art thou content to hauc Elli 
ver to thy Lady ? 

Raphe. 1, fo ſhe will promiſe me two things. 

Caſtile. W hats that, Raphe ? 

Raphe. That ſhe will nener ſcold with Ned, nor fight with 
me, Sirra Harry, I hane put her downe with a thing vnpollible, 

Henry, W hats that, Raphe ? : 

Raphe, W hy Harry, didit thou euer ſec that a woman could 
both hold her tongue and her hands ? no : but when egge-pyes 
grow on Apple-trees, then will thy gray Mare proue a Bag- 

ipecr. 
- ——— W hat fayes the Lord of (ftile and the Earle of 
Lincolne, that they are in ſuch carneſt and ſecret talke? | 
Caſtile. I ſtand, my Lord, amazed at his talke ? 
How he diſcourſeth of the conſtancy 
Of one ſurnam'd for beauties exccllence, 
The faire maid of Freſingheld. 
Henry. Tis true, my Lord, tis wondrous for to heare, 
Her beautic paſſing CMarſes Paramour : 
Her virgins right as richas Veſts was, 
Lacy and Nedhaue told me miracles. 
Caſtile, W hat ſayes Lord ? ſhall ſhe be his wife? + - 
Lacy. Or elſe Lord Lacy is vnht to liuc. 
May it pleaſe your Highnefle giue me leaue to poaſt 
To Frelingheld, Le fetch the boar girle, For 


Thebovor be PUROISOFOO9O Babb, 
And proue in true —_— at the Conrr, 
W hat I haue vouched often with my tongue. 
' Henry. Lacy, goetothe Quiry of my Stable, 
And take ſuch Courſers as ſhall fit thy turne, 
Hie thee to Freſingheld,and gh hots the Laſſe, 
And, for her fame flies through the Engliſh coaſt, 
If it may mm the Lady Elinor, 
One day (hall match yeale Excellence and her. 

Elinor. We Caſtile Ladiesare not very coy, 
Your Highneſſe may command a greater boone : 
And were I to grace the Lincolne Earle 
Wark being artner of his matriage day. 

Edward. Gramercy, Nell, for Tdoe lhe the Lord, 
As he that's ſecond totiy ſelfe inloue. 

Raphe. Youloue her ? Madam Nel, neuer belecue hum you, 
though he ſiweareshe'foues you. 

Ell/mer. Why Raphe ? 

Raphe. Why, hisloue is like vnto a | Tapſters glaſle that is 
broken with euery tutch ; for helotied the faire maid of Fre- - 
ſingheld once out of all hoe; ; nay Ned, neuer winke. vpon me, 
Icarenot, I: 

Hen. Raphetels all ;yoiu + haue a «good Secretary of him. 
But, Lacy, haſte thee field 
For ere thou haſt fitted all hinge for her ſtate, _ 
The ſolemne —_—_— day wil be at hand. 

Lacy. I goe, my Exit Lacy, 

Emperowr. How ſhall w op this day, my Lord ? 

Henry. To horſe, my Lord, the day is paſſing faire, 
Weele flic the ea or goe rouze oe Deerc. 
Follow, my Lordsyyd m___l not want fe or ſport. | 

Exennt. 


Enter Frgev Sacdbebles Mi pines: to bis Che 


47. What meanes the Fryer that frolickt it of late | 
Jo fir as analy inhis Cell, ; * ; 


G; As; 


AsSif he had neither loſt nor wonne to day ? 
Bacon. Ah Bungay, my brazen-head is ſpoil'd, 
My glory gone, my 4{euen yecres ſtudy loſt ; 
The taune of Bacon bruted through the world, 
Shall end and periſh with this dcepe ditgrace- 
Burgey. Bacon hath bunt foundation on his fame, 
So ſurcly on the wings of true report, F- 
With acting ſtrange and vncoth miracles, | 
As this cannot inffoge what Be * cy \b 
Bacon. Bangay, (it downe , for by proſpeGtine ski 
T find this day ſhall fall out bet Ln __ 
Some deadly at ſhall beride me ere I leepe s 
Bur what and whercin little can I geffe. - 
Burg. My tainde is heauy whatſocre ſhall hap. 


Enter two Schollers , ſonnes to Lambert «nd Serlsby. 
Knocks, «+ 
Bacon, Who'sthat knockes ? © " 
Bangay. TwoSchollers that deſire to ſpeake with yous 
| Bec. BidthE come in.Now,my. youths, what would you hauc? 
r. Scholley. Sir, we are Suffolke men & neighbouring friends, 
Our fathers in their Countries kitty Squires, 
Their lands adioyne, in Crackficld mine doth dwell, 
And his in Laxticld, we are Colledge mates, 
Sworne brothers, as out fathers liuc asfricads. 
Bacon. To what cnd is all this ? | ; 
2+ Schellex. Hearing your worſhip kept within your Cell 
A glaſſe proſpeRtiue whercin men might ſce, 
W hart ſo their chonghts or hearts deſire could wiſh, 
We come to know tow that our 62; 2 wa bod wa 
Bacon. My glafſe'is free for cucry honeſt man. 
Sit downe , and you ſhall ſceerc long, 
How orin what. ſtate your-friendly.; hives) 1 
Mcane whiletdl'me your names. 
Lembert. Mine Lambert. 
2+ Scholler, And mine Serlcby. 


; MLT Ihz 
Te oidrdbid MOfry of Poge9 Blacoe. 
Pacer. Baug oy, I Grill there will bed Tragedy, 


Emter Lambert «xd Serlsby , with Ropiere and Daggerts . 


Lambert. Serlhy;chon haſt kept thine houre like a man, 
Th'art worthy of the title of a Squire ; 
That durit for proofe of thy affection, 
And for thy miltreſſc fauour prize thy blood z = 
Thou knowſt what words did pafſe at Frefingheld,, 
Such ſhameclcſſe braues as manhood cannot brooke: 
1, for I skorne to beare ſich pearcing taunts, .;_ . 
Prepare thee, Ser/3by, one of vs wilt die, | - 
Scrlsby.. Thou feelt Iingle thee the field, 
And what I ſpake , Ile maintaine with my word: 
Stand on thy guard, I cannorſcold it out, 
And if thou kill me, thinke I hauec a ſonne, . 
That lives in Oxford inthe Brodgates hall 
Who on reuenge bis ouieys blood with blood. 
Lambert. And Serl:by, Phaue there 4 Juſty boy,.. IT 
That dares at weapoti bucktewith thy randy 
And liucs in Brodgatestoo'as well as thine ; 
But draw thy Rapier : for weele haue about. 
Bacon. . Now luity yonkers, looke within the: glaſſe,. 
And tell me if you candiſcerne your fires... 
1+Schol. Serliby, tis hard; thy father offerswrong,, 
Tocombat with my father inthe field. _ - 
2. Schol. Lambert,thoulicſt, my fathers is the abule, 
And thou ſhalt finde it, if my fatherhatic harmes : 
Bungay. How gocs it Airs? oP | 
x- Schol, Our gy So _—_ bagd'by Frelingficld, . 
Becov, Sit ſtill, my frittids, and ſee the events. «2 -, 
Lambert. Why ſtandſt thou, Sert:$z, doubrit thou of thy life? 
A veny, man» faire Margret craties ſomuch... 
Serl:by. Then this for her; 
1. Scheller. Ah, well thruſt, . 
2, Scholler. But marke the ward. 


They 
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Lambert. kts m Oaing a. VI AT TLEE 1, 1 wit 
Serltby.” And T, LSt have mercy on me. 
x. Scboller, My farher Qlaine, $ | ward, .: OY 


The two Schollers " cedar. 


2. Scholler., And (o is mine, \ VWldhlo lle quite thee well. 
Bungay« O Hrange ſtritagem 
Bacon. See, Ftyet; where the fathers both lye dead. 
Bacon, thy = e eIoth effe this maſlacre'; 
This glafſe proſpeRiue worketh many woes, 
Andt ———_— ing theſe luſty Brutes, 
Theſe friendly youths did periſh by thine Arte 
End all thy magicke and hens Art at once : 
The poniard that did end the fatall liues, 
Shall breake the cauſt efficiat, fs Faber WOES, 
So fade the glafſe, $0 end wi a arp 


That —— dig =p jb ing glaſs 
þ ow c e. 


Bang. What mcanes elſied Bacon thus to breake his pa ? 


Bacen.” {ralthee, Ban fe it repeuts me ſore, ; 
That cuer Bacow meddle Fothis Ave, 


The hourcsThade ſpent ig Fud/ panr agg {pecls, 
The fearefull toſſing. in the wr ps me 


Of papers full of Nigro ec i = i; ba 
Coniuring and ing Date rnd = Jl 


EIS reg _—_ 


As Sother, Eleing; and's | 
Alpha, Maneth , and Terepaoma 
With praying to the fine-fold hit _- 


Are inſtances that Bacon muſt be damn'd, 
For vſing Deuils to counteruaile his Gods 
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Yet, Bacon, checre thee, drowne not in deſpaire, | 
Sinnes haue their ſalues, repentance can doe much :_ 
Thinke mercy fits where Iuſtice holds her ſcate, 
And from thoſe wounds thoſe bloody Iewes did pierce, 
W hich by thy magicke oft did bleed afreth, 
From thence tor thee the dew of mercy drops, 
To waſh the wrath of hie /ehownabs ire , 
And make thee as a new-borne babe from ſinne- 
Bungay , Ile ſpend the remnant of my life 
In pure deuotion , praying to my God, 
That he would ſauc what Baces vainly loſt. Exit. 


Enter Margret in Nuns apparell , Keeper , her father , and 
ther friend. 


Keeper. ©Mergret, be not ſo head-ſtrong in theſe vouwes. 

Oh bury not ſuch beauty in a Celb: 

That England hath held famous for the hue. 

Thy fathers haire like to the filuer bloomes : 

That beautifies the ſhrubs of Aﬀrica 

Shall fall beforc the dated time of death, 

Thus to forgoe his louely Margrer. 

SM areret. A father, when the harmony of heauen 

Soundeth the meaſures of a liuely faith : 

The vaine Illuſions of this flattering world, 

Sceme odious to the thoughts of Margrer. 

I loued once, Lord Lacy was my loue, 

And now I hate my {clfe for that I lou'd, 

And:doated more on him than on my God : 

For this I ſcourge my ſelfe with ſharpe repents; 

But now the touch of ſuch aſpiring ſinnes 

Tels me, all foue is luſt, but loue of heauens : 

That beauay vide for lone is vanity, 

The world containes nought bur alluring baites : 
Pride, flattery, and inconſtant thoughts, 
/To ſhunthe pricksof death, Lieaue the world, 

H 
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And vow to meditate on heauenly btiſſe,' \ 
To liue in Fremingham a holy Nuane, 
Holy and pure in conſcience and indeed: 
And for to with all maides to lcarne of me, 
To ſtcke heaucns ioy before earths vanity. 

Friend. And will you then, Margrer, be ſhorne a Nunne,and 
ſolcaue vs all ? 

Atargret. Now farewell world, the cngin of all woe, 
Fareweil to triends and father, welcome Chriſt ; 
Adicuto dainty robes, this balc attire 
Better befits an humble minde to God, 
Then all the thevy of rich habill:i ments. 
Lou, oh Loue, and with fond Louc farewell, 
Sweet Lacy , whom Tloucd once ſo deare, 
Euer be well, but neuer in my thoughts, 
Leſt I offend to thinke on Laciesloue : 
But eucn to thatas to the reſt, farewell. 


Enter Lacy, Warrain, Ermsby , booted and ſþurd. 

Lacy. Come on my wags, we're neere the Keepers Lodge, 
Here haue I oft walkt inthe watry Mcades, 
And chatted with my loucly Xargree. 

Warraine. Sirra Ned, is not this the Keeper ? 

Lacy. Tis the ſame, 

Ermsby. The oldlecher hath gotten holy mutton to him, 
a Nunne,my Lord. 

Lacy. Keeper, how fareſt thou holla man, what cheere, 
How doth Peggie thy daughter and my louc? 

Keeper. Ah, good my Lord | oh, woe is me for Pegge, 
Sce where ſhe itands clad in her Nunnes attire, 
Ready for to be ſhorne in Fremigham : 
She leauesthe world, becauſe ſhe left your loue, 
Oh good my Lord, perſwade her if you can. 

Lacy, W hy how now e MM argret, what a milecentent, ' 
A Nunne ? what holy fathertaught youthis, 
Totaske your ſelfe to ſuch a tedious life, 
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As dye a maid? *twere iniury to me, 
To (mother vp ſuch beauty in a Cell. 
Margret. Lord Lacy, thinking of thy forme miſle, 
How fond the prime of wanton yeeres were ſpent 
In loue, Oh fie vpon that fond conceite, 
W hoſe hap and eſſence hangeth ia the eye, 
T leaue both loue and loues content at once, 
Betaking me to him that 1s true loue, 
And leauing all the world for loue of him. 
- Lacy. Whence, Peggie, comes this Metamorphoſis? 
W hat,ſhorne a Nunne, and I haue from the Court 
Poaſted with courſers to conuay thee hence, 
To Windſore, where our marriage ſhall be kept ? 
Thy wedding robes are in the Taylors hands. 
Come, Peggie, lcauc theſe peremptory vowes. 
Margret. Did not my Lord coligns ms intereſt, 
And make diuorce twixt Margret and him ? 
Lacy. 'Twas but to trye ſweet Peggies conſtancy : 
But will faire Afargret leaue her loue and Lord ?: 
Mareret. Ts not feemens joy before carths fading bliſſe ? 
And life abone {tweeter then life in loue ? 
Lacy, W hy then, Margret will be ſhome a Nun. 
Atarg. Margret hath made a vow,which may not be renoke; 
Warrgine, \W e cannot ſtay, my Lord, and if the be fo ftric, 
Ourleiſure graunts vs not to woo afreſh. 
Erm:by. Chooſe you, faire Damſell,yer the choile is yours, 
Either a ſolemne a vs. or the Court, 
God,or Lord Las, which contents you beſt, 
To be a Nun,or elſe Lord Lacies wife ? 
Lacy. A good motion. Peggie, your anſwere muſt be ſhort. 
Marg. The fleſh is frayle,my Lord doth know it well, 
That when he comes with his inchanting face, 
W hatſocre betide, I cannot ſay him nay, 
Off goes the habit of a maidecns hearr, 
And ſeeing fortune will, faire Fremingham, 
And all the ſhe of holy Nuns;farewell, 
H a Lac. 
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Lavy for me, if he will be my Lord. 

Lacy. Peggie, thy Lord, thy louc, thy husband, 
Truſt me, by truth of _ that the Kin g | 
Stayes for to marry matchlefle Elinor, 

Vntill I bring thee richly to the Court, 
That one day may both marry her and thee. 
How taiſt thou Keeper, art thou glad of this ? 

Keeger. fs if the Engliſh King had giuen 
The Parke and Deere ot Freſingheld to me. 

Erme:by. Ipray thee my Lord of Suſſex, why art thou in 
Crowne itudy ? 

tParrame. Toſce the naturc of women, that be they neuer (o 
nccic God, yct they loue to dye ina mansarmes., 

Lacy. W hat: haue you fit for breakefait ? we hauc hied and 
poaſtcd all this night to Freſingheld. 

Ma: gret, Buttcr and cheeſe, and humbles of a Deere, 

Such as poore Keepers haue within their Lodge. 
Lacy. And not a bottle of wine? 

AAargret, Weele find one for my Lord. 

Lacy. Come, Suflex, let's in , wee ſhall haue more, for ſhee 
ſpeakes leaſt, to hold her promiſe lure. Exennt, 


Enter a Dewill to ſeeke Miles. 
Dewill. How reſtlefle are the ghoſts of helliſh ſprites, 

W hen cuery Charmer with his Magicke ſpels 
Cals vs from nine-fold trenched Phlegiton, 
To ſcud and ouer-ſcoure the earth in poaſt, 
Vpon the ſpeedy wings of \wifteſt winds ? 
Now Bacow hath raiſd me from the darkeſt deepe,, 
To ſearc h about the world for Miles his man, 
For e.se:, and to torment his lazy bones, 
For carelefle watching of his brazen-heads 
Sce where he comes : Oh he is mince. 


Enter Miles with 4 gowne and a corner cap. 
eHiles. A Scholler, quoth you, mary fir, I would I a” 
| E 
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made a bottle-maker, when I was made a ſcholler; forT can 
get neither to be a Deacon , Reader , nor Schoole-maſter ;no, 
not the Clarke of a Pariſh ; ſome call me dunce :zanother faith, 
my head is as full of Latine, as an cg's tull of oate-meale : thus 
Iam tormented , that the Deuill and Frier Bacon haunts me. 
Good Lord, here's one of my maſters Deuils 1 ile goe ſpeake to 
him : what maſter P/mrws , how checre you ? 

Denill. Dooſt thou know me ? 

Miles. Know you , fir , why are not you one of my maſters 
Deuwls, that were wont to come to my maiter Doctor Bacon,at 
Brazen-nole ? 

Dewill, Yes mary am I. | 

Miles, Good Lord, M. Plats, T haue ſeene you a thouſand 
times at my maſters , and yet I had neuer the manners to make 
you drinke ; but fir, I am glad to {ce how conformable you are 
to the ſtate ; I warrant you, he's as yeomanly a man,as you ſhall 
ſec, marke you maſters, here's a plain honeſt man,without welt 
cr gard; but I pray youſir,doe you come lately from hell? 

Demll. I mary, how then ? | 

Miles, Faith, tis a place I haue deſired long toſee , hane you 
not good tippling houſes there ? may not a man haue a luſty fire 
there, a pot of good Ale, a paire of cardes,a ſwinging peece of 
chalke, and a browne toaſt that will clap a white waſtcoat on a 
Cup of good drinke ? | 

Dewill. All this you may haue there. 

Miles, Youare for me, friend, and I am for you : but I pray 
you, may I not hae an office there ? 

Dewill, Yes, a thouſand : what wouldſtthou be ? 

Miles. By my troth, fir, ina place , where I may profit my 
ſelfe. I know hell isa hot place, and men are marucllous dry,, 
and much drinke is ſpent nn I would be a Tapſter. 

Dexill. Thou ſhalt, 

eA1des. There's nothing lets me from going with you, but 
that tis along tourney, and I haue ncucra horſe. 

Dewl. Thou ſhalt ride on my backe. | 

Miles. Now urely here's a courtcous deuill,that for to plea-- 
| Hz . ture 
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{ure his friend , will not ſticke to make a Iade of himſelfe : but 
I pray you goodman friend, let me moue a queſtion to you, 


_ Demwill. What's that? 


Miles. I pray you, whether is your pace a trot or an amble? 


Dexill. An amble. 

Ales. Tis well, but take heed it be not a trot, 
But tis no marter, lle preuent it. 

Dexii!. W hat doeſt ? 


<2es. Mary, friend, I put on my ſpurs : for if T find your 
pace either a trot , orclie vneaſie , Ile put you to a falſe gallop, 


| Ilemakeyoutfeele the benciit of my ſpurs. 
Denill, Get vp vpou iny backe. 


» Miles. Oh Lord, here's cuen a goodly marucl, when a man 
rides to hell on the Deuils backe. Excunt roaring. 


Enter the Emperour with a pointleſſe ſword, next , the King of Caſtile 
carrying 4 ſword with 4 point , Lacy carrying the Globe, Edwar 
Warrainec car7Jing 476d of gold with a Doue on it , Ermsby with 
4 (rowne and Scepter , the Queene with the faire maile of Freſing- 
4 ou ber left hand, Henry , Bacon , with other Lords atten- 


Edward. Great Potentates, earths miracles for ſtate, 


ſhinke that Prince Edward humbles at your feet, 
And for theſe fauours on his martiall ſword, 

Jc vowes pcrpetuall homage to your ſelues, 
Yeelding thete honours vnto, Ellinouy. 

Hemrie, Gramercies, Lordings, old Plantazonet, 
That rules and ſwayesthe Albion Diademe, 
With teares diſcouers theſe conceinued ioyes, 
\nd vowes requitall, if his men at armes, 

The wealth of England, or due honours done 

[o Elinor, may quite his Fauoritcs» 42 

Zut all this while what {ay,you to the Dames, 

[That ſhine like to the chriſtall lampes of heauen ? 
Emperowy. If but athird were added totheſerwo, 


They 
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did ſarpafſe thoſe gorgeous Images, 
Thar oloried /da with rich | nn vs wand ; 
Magrer. Tis I, my Lords, who humbly on my knee, 
Mult yeeld her horiſons to mighty Ioue, 
For lifting vp his handmaide to this ſtate, 
Brought trom her homely cottage to the Court, 
And graſte with Kings, Princes and Emperours, 
To whom (nextto the noble Lincolne Earle) 
I vow obedience, and ſuch humble loue, 
AS may a handmaid to ſuch mighty men. 
Elliner. Thou martiall man,that weares the Almaine Crown, 
And youthe Weſterne Poteatates of might, 
The Albian Princeffe; Engliſh Edward: wife, 
Proud that the louely ſtar of Freſingficld; 
Faire Maygrer, Counteſle to the Lincolne Earle, 
Attends on Ellmexr : gramercies, Lord, for hgr. _ © 
"Tis I giue thankes for ,2fargret to you all, p 
And reſtfor her due boundento your ſelues. 
Hewrie. Seeing the marriage is ſolemnized, 
Let's march in triumph tothe Royall feaſt. 
But why ſtands Fryer Bacon here 1o mute > 
Bacon. Repentant for the follies of my youth, 
That Magicks ſecret myſteries miſled, 
And joytall that this Royall marriage 
Portends ſuch bliſſe vntothis matchleſſe Realme. 
Hen. W hy, Bacen,what ſtrange euent ſhall happe to this Lad ? 
Or what ſhall grow from Edward and his Queene ? 
Bacon, I find by deepe preſcience of mine Art, 
W hich once I tempred-in my ſecret Cell, 
Thar here where Brate did build his Troynouant, 
From forth the Royall Garden of a King, 
Skall cm - wo and faire a bud, 
W hoſe brightneſſe ſha a 1d Phabu flowye 
And ouer-ſhadow bios #1977 6.5 : 
Till then, Afr: ſhall be maſter of the field, 
But then the ſtormy threats of wars ſhall ceaſe, 


WET . -. kms Dd re 

Drums ball be turn'd totimbrelsof li 

Wit!. we2!rhy tauours, 1 

The —s rhat gladded wandring flFto ſee 

. And peace from heauen ſhall | | 

That gorgeous beairifics this matchleſſe flower, 

eApollos Hellitropian then ſhalt ſtoope, 

And Venw hyacinth (hall nate heotny 

Ione ſhall ſhut her Gilliflowersvp 

And Palla Bay ſhall baſh her wm teſt greens, 

Ceres.carnation incconfort with he $327 

Shall ſtoope and wonderat Diana's Roſe. 
Henrie. This Propheſieis m1 teal, 

Bur glorious Commaniderg'of 

That makes faire England like that —_ "I 

Circled with (tn and firſt, Euphrates, - \ 

In Royallizfag Minrice Albion, _ © 


With preſence of yourpringly mi eltinefſe, 2; G01 
Let's march, the tables Sane , 


And viandes ſachas Englands wealth afords, 
Are ready ſet to furniſh ourthe Sooke) 
You ſhall haue welcome, mighty P otcntares, 
It reſts to furniſh vp this Royall Fe; 
Only your hearts be frolicke + forthe tne” 
Craues that we taſte of nought but jon ſances 
{ Thas glories England ouer all ac W 
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One rulit puntium pine vrill dui, 7 
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